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St.  Cuthberts  Tower. 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE    BLOODHOUNDS    IN    TRAINING. 

The  Eeverend  Meredith  Brander  had  not  been 
Vicar  of  Eishton  and  compulsory  student  of  the 
wiles  of  frail  humanity  for  fourteen  years  for 
nothing.  When  from  his  study  window  he  saw 
Ned  Mitchell — after  many  yawns,  several  sleepy 
stretchings  out  of  his  arms,  and  an  occasional  nod 
of  the  head — retire  from  his  back  door  and  shut 
himself  in,  it  seemed  to  the  vicar  by  no  means 
certain  that  his  neighbour  had  gone  to  bed. 
So  he  withdrew  a  little  way  into  the  shelter 
of  his  window  curtains,  and  remained  on  the 
watch,  beguiling  the  time  by  composing  a  very 
pretty  opening  for  next  Sunday  morning's 
sermon,  wherein  the   rising  moon,  as  it  showed 

more  and  more  of  his  laurels,  was  used  to  typify 
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the  grace  of  repentance  illuminating  the  dark 
places  of  the  heart. 

And  the  result  justified  Mr.  Brander's 
doubts.  Ned  Mitchell  did,  it  is  true,  go  to  bed, 
but  he  speedily  got  up  again,  impelled  to  this 
freak  partly  by  the  pain  in  his  injured  leg  and 
partly  by  his  unsatisfied  curiosity  concerning  the 
accomplishments  of  his  dogs.  The  vicar  smiled 
as,  after  an  hour  and  a  half's  watching,  he  saw 
Ned's  candle  glimmering  weakly  through  the 
blinds ;  first  on  the  upper  floor  of  the  cottage, 
and  then  on  the  lower.  Presently  Ned  himself 
re-appeared  at  the  back  door,  which  he  set  wide 
open,  before  proceeding  to  draw  on  his  hands  a 
pair  of  stout  leather  gloves.  Then  he  retreated 
into  the  cottage  again,  and  gave  the  vicar 
time  to  open  his  window  a  little  way  very  softly. 
As  he  did  so,  sounds  of  yelping  and  scuffling 
reached  his  ears  from  the  cottage,  and  a  few 
moments  later  the  hounds  rushed  out  into  the 
garden. 

The  month  was  May,  and  in  this  cold  north 
country  the  trees  both  in  the  vicar's   garden  and 
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in  that  of  his  neighbour  were  as  yet  only  thinly 
covered  with  leaves  ;  so  that  there  was  little  to 
hide  the  movements  of  the  animals,  which,  after 
a  preliminary  scamper  round  the  house  and  an 
attempt  to  get  through  the  bars  of  the  gate, 
began  to  sneak  about  close  to  the  walls  and  under 
the  shrubs,  sniffing,  prowling,  scratching,  like 
uncanny  creatures  half  seen  in  the  moonlight, 
making  the  branches  of  the  evergreens  sway  and 
rustle,  and  uttering  from  time  to  time  a  yelping, 
whining  sound,  as  they  grubbed  and  searched 
restlessly  for  food.  The  vicar  pulled  aside  his 
curtain  and  watched  with  great  interest.  The 
hounds  were  getting — whether  by  accident  or  led 
by  scent  he  could  not  yet  tell — nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  shrub  under  which  Ned  Mitchell  had 
buried  the  untempting  bones.  Ned  himself,  from 
the  upper  floor  of  the  cottage,  was  intently 
watching  them.  Hither  and  thither  the  brutes 
roamed,  in  apparently  random  search  for  some- 
thing to  appease  their  hunger.  With  nose 
pointed  always  to  the  earth  they  crept  slowly 
along,  or  bounded  a  few  paces,  sometimes  raising 
B  2 


4  ST.   CUTHBERT  S   TOWER. 

the  night  echoes  by  a  deep  howl,  more  often 
uttering  the  low,  wolfish  sounds  of  half- starved 
savage  creatures.  Bat  aimless  as  their  wander- 
ings seemed  to  be,  often  as  they  deviated  from  a 
straight  course  to  it,  they  did  both  come,  slowly 
but  surely,  nearer  to  the  auricula.  The  vicar  rose 
from  his  chair ;  Ned  Mitchell  hung  his  whole 
body  out  of  his  little  window.  As  the  animals 
drew  closer  to  the  place  where  the  bones  were 
hidden,  they  seemed  to  the  careful  eyes  of  the 
watcher  to  grow  more  excited,  to  yelp  and  whine 
more  savagely,  to  sniff  the  cold  earth  with 
keener  nostrils.  At  last  the  muzzle  of  one  of  the 
hounds  touched  the  prickly  leaves  of  one  of  the 
lowest  branches  of  the  auricula.  He  drew  back 
with  a  snort  of  pain.  A  minute  later,  however, 
drawn  by  his  irresistible  instinct,  he  returned, 
and,  making  a  furious  attempt  to  pass  under 
the  low  branches,  retreated  again,  whining  and 
savage  from  the  effect  of  the  pricks  he  had 
received.  The  third  time  both  dogs  drew  near 
together,  and  this  time — regardless  of  the 
scratches  inflicted  by  the  thorny  boughs  on  their 
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backs — they  pushed  their  way  under  the  auricula, 
and  began  to  grub  and  to  scratch  up  the  earth 
with  might  and  main. 

In  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time,  con- 
sidering the  depth  of  earth  with  which  Ned  had 
covered  them,  the  bloodhounds  had  dug  up  the 
buried  bones  and  were  crunching  them  ravenously 
with  their  powerful  jaws.  Ned,  uttering  a  short 
laugh  of  triumph,  raised  his  head  and  caught 
sight  of  the  vicar,  who  now,  regardless  of  con- 
cealment, was  pressing  close  to  the  window 
panes  of  his  study  a  face  which  looked  of  a 
greenish  pallor  in  the  moonlight.  Ned  watched 
him  with  •  an  intent,  glaring  gaze  for  a  few 
seconds  ;  then,  shutting  his  little  window  rapidly 
and  noiselessly,  he  slipped  out  of  the  cottage  by 
the  front  door,  and,  making  his  way  round  to 
the  back  stealthily  under  cover  of  the  evergreens, 
crept  along  in  the  shadow  under  the  dividing 
wall  until  he  stood,  unseen  by  the  vicar, 
almost  under  the  latter's  window.  After  the 
lapse  of  a  few  moments  his  curiosity  was 
rewarded. 


6  st.  cuthbert's  tower. 

'  "  Poor  Yernon  !  My  poor  brother  !  "  mur- 
mured the  vicar  with  a  heavy  sigh. 

Then  Ned,  hugging  himself  and  indulging 
in  a  knowing  smile  of  satisfaction,  heard  the 
study  window  close. 

He  crept  back  into  his  little  house  by  the 
way  he  had  come,  narrowly  escaping  the  atten- 
tions of  his  hounds,  which  having  quickly 
finished  the  scanty  meal  the  dry  bones  afforded 
them,  seemed  inclined  to  try,  as  more  nourishing, 
the  person  of  their  master.  He  went  indoors, 
armed  himself  with  a  plate  of  raw  meat  in  one 
hand  and  a  short  whip  in  the  other,  and  calling 
them  into  the  house  succeeded  in  shutting  them 
up  once  more  in  the  room  they  had  previously 
occupied. 

"  Grood  dogs  !  good  dogs  !  "  he  said,  approv- 
ingly, as  he  stood  at  the  crack  of  the  door  and 
watched  them  snarling  over  their  food.  "  That's 
nothing  to  the'  meal  you  shall  have  when  you've 
hunted  out  the  next  lot  of  old  bones  I  shall  set 
you  grubbing  for." 

And  with  another  grim  chuckle  as  he  closed 
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the  back  door  and  gave  a  glance  at  the  now 
deserted  study  window  of  the  Vicarage,  Ned 
Mitchell  retired  for  the  night  with  a  light  heart 
and  a  good  conscience. 

Xext  morning  Xed  was  early  on  the  watch, 
in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  wound  in  his  leg  gave 
him  a  good  deal  of  pain.  He  saw  the  vicar  go 
out  a  couple  of  hours  earlier  than  usual ;  and 
instead  of  walking,  as  was  his  custom  in  the 
morning,  he  was  on  his  cob.  Xed  nodded  to 
him  as  he  went  by,  and  timed  his  absence  by  a 
ponderous  gold  watch  which  was  with  him  night 
and  day. 

"  An  hour  and  twenty  minutes,"  he  said  to 
himself,  as  Mr.  Brander  returned  at  an  ambling 
clerical  pace,  and,  meeting  the  nurse  with  his 
little  son  descending  the  hill  for  their  morning 
walk,  gave  the  boy  a  ride  in  front  of  him  as  far  as 
the  stables.  "  Yes,  parson  ;  just  long  enough  to 
ride  to  St.  Cuthbert's,  catch  your  brother  before 
he  started  on  his  parish  work,  have  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  chat — about  the  weather,  let  us  say — 
and  be  back  in  time  for  your  own  morning  walk." 
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Perhaps  Ned  Mitchell's  shrewd  face  betrayed 
his  suspicions ;  perhaps  the  wily  vicar's  know- 
ledge of  men  was  greater  than  any  that  books 
on  divinity  could  impart :  for,  seeing  the  colonist 
leaning  as  usual  over  his  garden  gate,  his  shrewd 
eyes  lazily  blinking  in  the  spring  sunshine,  Mr. 
Brander  nodded,  wished  him  good-morning,  and 
added,  cheerfully — 

"On  the  watch,  eh?" 

"  Perhaps,  vicar,"  answered  Ned,  touching  his 
hat,  with  a  knowing  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

"How  are  the  pets  this  morning,  after  their 
night's  work  ?  " 

"  Night's  work  ?  "  echoed  Ned,  who  had 
entertained  the  mean  suspicion  that  the  vicar 
would  not  own  to  his  nocturnal  observations. 

"  Yes.  I  did  a  little  bit  of  spying  too, 
last  night,"  answered  Mr.  Brander,  who  seemed 
to  take  a  frank  and  boyish  delight  in  an  open 
and  declared  warfare  with  his  neighbour.  "  How's 
the  leg  this  morning  ?  " 

Ned,  who  chose  to  think  that  the  vicar 
might  have   prevented  the  injury  to    his   limb 
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if  it  had  so  pleased  him,  answered  with  a  tone 
which  wras  in  marked  contrast  to  the  good 
humour  of  the  other. 

"It'll  do,"  he  said,  shortly.  "How's  your 
brother  this  morning  ?  " 

Again  Mr.  Brander  seemed  to  take  a 
buoyant  pleasure  in  his  antagonist's  cute- 
ness. 

"My  brother  is  very  well,"  he  said,  smiling. 
"  And  I'm  sure,  whatever  you  may  think,  that 
he  would  be  quite  pleased  to  hear  of  your  kind 
inquiries." 

"  Well,  we  shall  see  about  that,"  said  Ned. 
"  Now,  come,  parson,"  he  went  on,  persuasively, 
"  you  might  just  as  well  confess  what  I  know — 
that  you  rode  over  to  St.  Cuthbert's  this 
morning  to  put  him  on  his  guard  against  my 
tricks." 

"  And  may  not  one  with  good  reason  put 
an  innocent  man  on  his  guard  against  an  avowed 
enemy  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  your  brother's  enemy,  Mr. 
Brander.      I   am  the    enemy    of  the   man    who 
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murdered  my  sister.  It  is  }7ou  who  are  saying 
that  they  are  one  and  the  same." 

"  No,  no,  no  !  "  broke  out  the  vicar,  with 
vehemence  unusual  to  him.  "  The  fact  is,  you 
have  come  here  with  what  you  consider  a  strong 
case  against  the  poor  fellow,  and  everything  you 
hear  goes  to  pad  up  that  case.  If  I  believed  in 
my  brother's  guilt,  do  you  suppose  I  should 
leave  my  little  daughter  in  his  care,  as  I  have 
done  for  the  last  week,  and  intend  to  do  for 
another  fortnight  ?  " 

"  Why  not,  parson  ?  "  said  Ned,  very  quietly. 
"  Neither  you  nor  I  are  simple  enough  to  think 
the  worse  of  a  man  because  he  happens  to  have 
made  a  little  slip  by  the  way.  The  man  who 
murdered  my  sister  didn't  say  to  himself,  '  I 
will  change  my  whole  course  of  life  and  become 
a  murderer,'  as  if  it  were  a  profession.  No, 
he  is  going  about  the  world  at  this  moment  just 
like  you  or  me,  doing  his  daily  duty  as  well  as 
he  can,  and  perhaps  feeling  sorry  enough  for 
that  little  slip  to  better  his  life  in  atonement 
for  it." 
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"  Indeed,  indeed  he  is,"  broke  in  the  vicar, 
earnestly.  "  If  you  could  see  how  my  brother 
works ;  how  he  tries  by  every  means " 

"  Hadn't  we  better  leave  your  brother's 
name  out  of  the  discussion?  "  asked  Xed,  with 
a  touch  of  dry  insolence.  "  You  are  not 
anxious  to  fix  the  noose  round  his  neck  your- 
self, I  suppose." 

The  poor  vicar  looked  beyond  measure  crest- 
fallen and  disconcerted.  After  all  his  assertions 
of  his  brother's  innocence,  to  have  betrayed 
himself  like  that  !  He  stammered  and  tried 
to  explain  away  his  unfortunate  admission ;  but 
not  succeeding  very  well,  he  made  haste  to  cut 
short  the  conversation  and  retreat  into  the  house 
with  his  little  son. 

Ned  Mitchell  was  not  left  long  without 
an  object  to  interest  him.  He  remained  sunning 
himself  at  his  garden  gate  for  some  minutes 
after  Mr.  Brander's  disappearance,  and  then 
retired  into  his  cottage,  from  one  of  the  tree- 
shaded  windows  of  which  he  soon  saw  a  person 
approaching,    at    sight    of    whom    his    rugged 
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features  seemed  to  tighten,  the  only  sign  they 
ever  gave  of  unusual  excitement.  It  was  Vernon 
Brander.  From  the  curious  glances  which  the 
clergyman  cast  in  the  direction  of  the  room 
in  which  the  bloodhounds,  now  asleep  after 
a  good  meal,  were  still  confined,  it  was  clear 
he  had  been  fully  informed  concerning  them. 
He  stopped  before  the  garden  fence,  peering 
among  the  evergreens  with  evident  interest.  But 
as  Ned  appeared  at  the  door,  with  the  intention 
of  a  little  talk  with  him,  he  hurried  on  to- 
wards the  Vicarage  without  another  glance  at 
the  cottage.    Ned  looked  after  him  with  a  curling 

up. 

"  I  suppose  some  people  would  admire  that 
fellow,  with  his  lanky  face  and  his  good  deeds. 
But  I  never  did  have  any  fancy  for  your  martyrs, 
especially  when  their  private  life  won't  bear 
looking  into." 

And  after  watching  the  clergyman  until  he 
had  turned  into  the  private  road,  Ned  directed 
his  attention  to  two  visitors,  who,  attracted  by 
certiin    rumours    about    the    occupant    of    the 
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cottage,  and  the  menagerie  he  had  set  up  there, 
had  joined  their  forces  on  the  way  to  pay 
Mr.  Mitchell  a  morning  call. 

These  visitors  were  Mr.  Denison  and  Fred 
Williams.  Fred  had  by  no  means  got  the 
better  of  his  violent  admiration  for  Olivia  Deni- 
son. But  having  found  her  persistently  "  out," 
when  he  called  at  the  farm,  and  persistently  curt 
when  he  met  her  out  of  doors,  he  had  consoled 
himself  for  her  frigidity  by  taking  a  trip  to  New 
York,  whence  he  had  now  not  long  returned. 
To  signalise  his  recent  achievements  in  the  way 
of  travel,  he  wore  a  wide-brimmed  hat  and  a 
sea- sick  complexion,  and  carried  a  revolver  in 
a  leather  belt.  This  was  his  first  meeting  with 
any  of  the  Hall  Farm  people  since  his  return,  so 
that,  on  coming  face  to  face  with  Mr.  Denison, 
who  was  passing  through  the  farmyard  gate, 
he  overwhelmed  him  by  an  outburst  of  effusive 
cordiality  which  astonished  that  gentleman  be- 
yond measure,  but  raised  his  spirits,  and 
soothed  him  with  the  feeling  that  here  was 
a  friend. 
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Mr.  Denison  was  one  of  those  simple- 
natured  men  who  are  only  too  ready  to  find 
a  friend  in  any  one  who  addresses  to  them 
a  kindly  word.  Things  had  been  going  badly 
with  him.  Having  started  farming  with  all 
the  skin-deep  energy  of  the  enthusiastic  amateur, 
he  had  long  ere  this  discovered  the  perversity 
of  the  whole  animal  and  vegetable  kingdoms : 
the  determination  with  which  sheep  die  of  the 
rot,  pigs  take  the  measles,  beans  and  peas  refuse 
to  come  up  at  the  proper  time,  and  crops  fail  on 
the  slightest  provocation,  or  on  none.  A  sus- 
picion had  begun  to  take  root  even  in  his 
ingenuous  mind  that  there  was  more  in  farming 
than  one  would  have  thought  while  going  over 
a  farm ;  and  a  stronger  suspicion  still  that, 
if  things  did  not  soon  "  take  a  turn,"  his  new 
profession,  instead  of  making  his  fortune,  would 
land  him  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court.  He  could 
not  fail,  moreover,  to  be  alive  to  the  sturdy 
animosity  of  his  rival,  John  Oldshaw,  and  to  the 
ever- increasing  pleasure  which  that  amiable  person 
showed  on  meeting  him,  as  his  own  prospects  of 
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finally  getting  the  Hall  Farm  at  an  easy  rent 
seemed  to  grow  better. 

Olivia,  who  understood  her  father's  tempera- 
ment too  well  to  communicate  to  him 
the  smallest  fact  which  was  likely  to  trouble 
him,  had  never  uttered  the  name  of  Fred 
Williams  in  his  presence,  except  to  say,  with 
much  haughtiness,  that  he  was  a  quite  insuffer- 
able person.  But  Mr.  Denison,  who  never  dis- 
liked anybody,  would  have  been  quite  ready 
to  set  her  aversion  down  to  groundless  prejudice 
when  Fred  listened  sympathetically  to  a  rambling 
account  of  the  last  outbreak  of  the  feud  with 
Oldshaw. 

"  The  fellow's  such  a  cad,  too,"  complained 
Mr.  Denison,  mildly.  "  Not  that  I  should  think 
the  worse  of  him  for  not  being  a  gentleman,"  he 
added.  "  His  son  is  a  nice  lad,  a  very  nice  lad, 
and  we  get  on  together  admirably.  If  he  were 
only  in  one's  own  class  there  might  be  a  Mon- 
tague and  Capulet  end  to  the  business,  I  fancy ; 
for  if  he  were  a  little  better  educated  I  should 
almost  fancy  he  was  in  love  with  my  daughter 
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Olivia.  You  may  have  seen  Olivia  ? "  lie 
continued,  naively,  with  a  touch  of  paternal 
pride. 

Yes,  Mr.  Fred  Williams  might  have  seen 
Olivia,  but  was  wise  enough  not  to  own  to  more 
than  this  at  present. 

"Well,  the  use  that  young  fellow  has  been 
to  me — me,  a  man  old  enough  to  be  his  father — 
is  something  remarkable.  In  fact,  I  don't  mind 
telling  you"  (Mr.  Denison  didn't  mind  telling 
anybody)  "  that  if  it  hadn't  been  for  his  hints,  I 
should  never  have  been  able  to  carry  on  the 
farm  at  all.  Why,  if  I  give  him — on  the  strict 
Q.  T.  you  know,  for  it  mustn't  come  to  his 
father's  ears — a  commission  to  buy  me  a  few 
sheep,  or  a  well-bred  shorthorn,  and  his  father 
sends  him  to  market  for  the  same  purpose,  he'll 
contrive  to  get  me  the  best,  Mr.  Williams — me 
the  best — I  assure  you." 

"  Indeed !  "  murmured  Fred,  with  a  defe- 
rential courtesy  entirely  new  to  him. 

"  Yes,  I  assure  you  it  is  so.  Now  I  am  not 
one  of  those  old  fools  who  fancy  that  a  young 
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man  will  do  such  a  thing  out  of  friendship  for 
a  man  of  his  father's  generation.  I  see  there  is 
something  behind  it,"  continued  Mr.  Denison, 
astutely.  "And  I  confess,"  he  went  on,  grow- 
ing more  confidential  as  his  small  friend,  while 
listening  more  sympathetically  than  ever,  linked 
his  arm  within  that  of  the  farmer,  "that  I 
almost  wish  my  daughter  hadn't  been  '  brought 
up  a  lady,'  as  the  saying  is,  when  I  see  what  a 
very  good  thing  young  Oldshaw  and  I  could 
have  made  of  it  together — he  with  his  knowledge 
of  practical  farming,  and  I  with  my — with  my 
knowledge,  my — er — my  knowledge  of  the 
world,  in  fact." 

"  A  very  good  idea,  sir — a  very  good  idea," 
assented  Fred,  enthusiastically.  "  At  the  same 
time,  you  might  find  a  son-in-law  who  could  help 
you  without  looking  so  far  beneath  you.  I  say 
so  far,"  he  went  on,  "  because  there  is  a  some- 
thing about  you  that — er — makes  you  sort  of 
different  from  other  people,  you  know;  a  dignity 
or  high  breeding  or  something ;  and  perhaps 
your  daughter  may  have  a  touch  of  it.     I  say 
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perhaps,  you  know,  because  I  scarcely  know 
Miss  Denison." 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Denison,  swallowing  the 
bait  with  all  simplicity,  "  I  suppose  there  is,  as 
you  say,  a  certain  cachet  about  a  man  who  has 
lived  so  much  in  town  or  near  town  as  I  have. 
And  whatever  is  best  about  me  my  Olivia  has 
certainly  inherited.  But  whoever  my  child 
marries,  it  must  be  for  her  own  good ;  not  for 
mine." 

Simple,  selfish  Mr.  Denison  thought  there 
was  something  rather  praiseworthy  in  this  decla- 
ration.    Fred  listened  shrewdly. 

"  It  must  be  mucli  worse  to  be  badly  off,  or 
— or  not  to  be  exactly  flourishing,  when  one 
has  a  family  to  care  for  and  provide  for,"  he 
suggested. 

Mr.  Denison  seized  his  hand. 

"  My  dear  lad,  that's  just  it,"  said  he,  most 
earnestly  and  in  all  sincerity.  "  A  man  on  a 
farm  by  himself  must  be  in  heaven.  On  the 
same  farm,  with  a  family,  he  may  be  in — in 
quite  another  place." 
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"  I  see,  I  see,"  murmured  Fred,  pressing  his 
arm  against  that  of  the  older  man.  "  Money 
market  tight,  and  all  that." 

"  Tight,  I  believe  you !  "  assented  Mr.  Deni- 
son,  bubbling  over  with  his  confidences,  as  weak 
men  do  when  they  have  had  to  exercise  an  un- 
wonted self -repression.  "  You  would  scarcely 
believe  what  the  tightness  amounts  to  some- 
times. A  young  man  in  your  position  couldn't 
realise  it." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  could,  though.  Nothing  of  that 
sort  that  you  have  ever  borne  is  as  bad  as  what 
my  guvnor's  gone  through  lots  of  times.  It  was 
before  he  was  blessed  with  me,  and  of  course  he 
don't  talk  about  it ;  but  you  may  take  my  word 
it's  true." 

"  Dear  me  ? "  said  Mr.  Denison,  as  if  this 
was  almost  inconceivable.  Though  in  truth  the 
airs  of  patronage  the  elder  Mr.  Williams  liked 
to  assume  had  often  caused  him  to  jibe  gently  in 
the  bosom  of  his  family  at  the  waste  of  pounds 
by  men  who  were  better  used  to  pence. 

"  But  it  seems  worse  for  you,  you  know — 
C  2 
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don't  seem  natural  somehow.  Seems  as  if  it 
were  the  right  and  proper  thing  for  you  to  have 
lots  of  money.  Makes  me  uncomfortable  to  hear 
you  haven't,  and — and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
you  know." 

He  gabbled  out  this  broken  speech  with  an 
air  of  modest  confusion  which  touched  Mr. 
Denison,  whose  finances  were  at  a  distressingly 
low  ebb.  He  pressed  the  young  fellow's  arm  in 
silence — rather  awkwardly,  but  with  much  feel- 
ing.    Fred  went  on,  quickly — 

"Now  don't  be  offended;  you  mustn't  be 
offended.  I'm  not  of  enough  account  in  the 
world  for  a  man  like  you  to  be  offended  with 
me.  But  if  you  wouldn't  mind — you  needn't 
think  anything  of  it — if  you  should  be  tight,  I 
mean  strait,  anything  like  hard  up,  in  fact,  I 
should  really  feel  it  quite  an  honour  if  you 
would — " 

Poor  Mr.  Denison  was  quite  broken  by  this 
offer,  which  came  upon  him  unexpectedly.  He 
protested,  stammered,  grew  red  in  the  face,  and 
dim  in  the  eyes.     He  was  a  gentleman,  sensitive, 
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and  not  without  pride.  But  he  was  weak- 
natured — harassed  by  difficulties  he  saw  no  way 
out  of.  Although  he  repeatedly  refused  Fred's 
repeated  offers  and  with  perfect  sincerity,  he  did 
so  in  a  tone  which  encouraged  the  young  man  to 
think  that  his  yielding  was  only  a  question  of 
time  and  of  an  adroitly  chosen  moment. 

"  At  any  rate,  you're  not  offended  with  me 
for  making  the  suggestion  ?  "  Fred  asked  at  last. 

He  was  glad  to  see  that  Mr.  Denison  looked 
rather  disappointed  to  think  that  he  was  taken 
at  his  word. 

"  Offended  !  Xo,  indeed,  my  dear  boy.  One 
can't  afford  to  be  offended  at  a  friendly  offer 
nowadays." 

"  I  daresay,  you  know,  I  haven't  put  it  as 
nicely  as  I  might,  and  that's  why  you  go  on 
refusing.  Of  course,  my  manners  are  not  up  to 
yours.  You're  refined ;  I'm  not.  But  I  mean 
what  I  say,  and  that's  something ;  if  you  can't 
be  refined  and  all  that,  anyway  it's  something 
to  be  sincere." 

"  It's   everything,  in   my    opinion.     I    shall 
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not  forget  your  disinterested  kindness,  Williams. 
But  what  put  it  into  your  head  I  can't 
think." 

"  Came  like  a  flash,  you  know,"  answered  the 
young  fellow,  promptly.  "  Gentleman — hand- 
some, dignified  gentleman,  credit  to  the  parish 
— looks  humped.  What's  the  cause?  Sure  to 
be  the  old  thing — money.  Besides,  we've  a 
mutual  interest,  you  and  I :  you're  fond  of  dogs. 
I  suppose  you've  come  up  to  see  those  hounds 
they  say  Mitchell's  got  ?  "  he  suggested. 

For,  on  reaching  the  garden  palings  of 
Church  Cottage,  they  had  both  stopped,  as  if 
their  journey  were  at  an  end. 

"Well,  yes — no;  I  had  come  to  see  Mitchell, 
certainly ;  and  I  have  heard  about  these  hounds 
he's  brought  back  with  him.  But  that  wasn't 
altogether  my  reason  for  coming." 

He  would  have  babbled  out  his  reason  with 
his  usual  ingenuousness  if  Ned  had  not  inter- 
rupted the  conversation  by  calling  "  Grood-morn- 
ing !  "  approaching  them  in  a  leisurely  manner 
at  the  same  time. 
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"  I  know  what  you've  come  for,"  he  said, 
with  a  nod  to  the  younger  man.  "  They're  in 
there.  Don't  be  too  familiar,  unless  you  want 
to  leave  a  pound  of  flesh  with  them." 

And  he  jerked  his  head  back  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  room  where  the  bloodhounds  were 
kept.  Fred  Williams  did  not  wait  for  further 
conversation,  but  raising  his  hat  with  great 
ceremony  to  Mr.  Denison,  and  shaking  his  hand 
warmly,  he  went  through  the  gate  and  up  to 
the  cottage  window.  Xed  threw  at  him  with 
some  disdain  what  may  be  described  as  half  a 
glance. 

"  Unlicked  cub,  that !  "  he  said,  not  much 
caring  whether  the  subject  of  his  remark  heard 
it  or  not. 

The  guileless  and  grateful  Mr.  Denison 
demurred  at  this,  and  Ned  did  not  think  the 
point  worth  discussing. 

"  I  suppose  you  didn't  come  up  to  talk 
about  dogs?  "  he  asked,  drily. 

"  Why,  no.  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  said  Mr. 
Denison,  with  the  hesitation  of  a  person  unused 
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to   come  straight  to  the  point,  "  I  have  heard 
odd  reports  about ;  I — I — " 

"Have  come  to  the  wrong  shop,  Mr. 
Denison,  if  you  expect  to  hear  any  village 
gossip  from  me." 

"  Quite  so,  quite  so.  But  everybody  knows 
now  why  you're  here,"  said  Mr.  Denison. 
"And  as  the  man  they  say  you're  after  is  an 
admirer  of  my  daughter's — " 

"  '  They  say '  a  lot  of  things,  Mr.  Denison, 
which  I'd  advise  you  not  to  listen  to." 

"  But  I've  been  quite  discourteous  to  this 
gentleman  on  the  strength  of  your  suspicions  !  " 

"  Well,  I  should  find  some  stronger  ground 
to  go  upon  before  I  was  discourteous  again." 

"  Then  you  don't  believe  these  dreadful 
stories?  " 

"I  know  nothing  of  any  dreadful  stories." 

"Mr.  Mitchell,  I  beg  you  to  be  plain  with 
me.  Am  I  right  in  refusing  to  have  anything 
to  say  to — a  certain  clerical  neighbour  of 
ours  r 

"  Mr.     Denison,     if    my    advice    is    worth 
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anything,  have  nothing  to  do  with  any  clerical 
neighbours." 

"Thank  yon,  Mr.  Mitchell,  that  is  enough 
for  me.  I  see  you  wish  to  steer  clear  of  libel. 
But  I  understand  your  warning,  and  I  thank 
you.  Vernon  Brander  shall  not  enter  my  house 
again." 

He  wished  the  colonist  good-morning,  and 
went  back  to  his  farm  with  a  more  satisfied 
conscience.  His  wife,  then,  had  not  been  so 
far  wrong  in  her  estimate  of  the  Yicar  of  St. 
Cuthbert's,  though  her  treatment  might  have 
been  open  to  criticism.  But  Xed  Mitchell 
looked  after  him  with  the  tight-lipped  smile 
of  contempt  with  which  he  was  always  so 
ready. 

"Does  he  really  think  a  few  mumbling 
words  from  him  will  turn  that  strong-willed 
lass,  I  wonder  ?  "  thought  he. 

And  dismissing  the  subject  with  a  short 
laugh  of  derision,  his  thoughts  turned  to  his 
hounds,  and  to  a  plan  which  he  was  nourishing 
very  near  his  heart. 
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That  very  day  lie  resolved  to  put  it  into 
practice.  In  the  early  part  of  the  afternoon, 
therefore,  he  strolled  down  to  St.  Cuthbert's, 
found  the  churchyard  gate  securely  fastened, 
and,  making  a  circuit  of  the  walls,  discovered  a 
point  where  it  was  of  no  very  formidable 
height. 

"  I  think  my  beauties  could  do  that ! " 
chuckled  he  to  himself.  And  returning  straight 
to  his  cottage,  he  remained  within  doors  until 
the  sun  began  to  go  down. 

Then,  going,  as  he  now  did  without  fear, 
into  the  room  where  the  hounds,  again  ravenous 
with  hunger,  were  yelping  and  savagely  howling, 
he  cowed  them  with  a  small  whip,  which  he  did 
not  scruple  to  use  cruelly,  and  securing  the 
animals  in  a  leash,  left  his  little  dwelling  with 
them.  The  hounds  were  fierce,  strong,  and 
difficult  to  manage.  Ned,  who  still  limped  in 
pain  from  the  effects  of  the  bite  one  of  them 
had  given  him  the  night  before,  cursed  them 
below  his  breath  one  moment  and  burst  out 
into  enthusiastic  praises  of  them  the  next.     He 


THE    BLOODHOUNDS    IN    TRAINING.  Z  I 

made  his  way  with  them  direct  to  St.  Cuthbert's. 
going  over  the  fields.  It  was  growing  dusk ; 
the  walk  was  a  lonely  one ;  he  did  not  see  a 
single  human  being  as  he  made  his  way  slowly 
along,  surprised  at  the  ever-increasing  pain  his 
wounded  limb  caused  him. 

At  last  he  came  in  sight  of  the  ruined 
tower,  the  patched-up  walls  of  which  bulged 
out  dangerously,  threatening  constantly  to  fall, 
a  mass  of  ill-assorted  fragments  of  brick,  and 
stone,  wood  and  tiles,  into  the  disused  graveyard 
beneath. 

"Steady,  my  beauties,  steady!''  said  he 
to  the  yelping  hounds.  "  Your  work  is 
going  to  begin,  my  dears !  Steady,  now, 
steady !  " 

And  he  made  his  way,  with  the  hounds  still 
straining  at. the  leash,  to  the  spot  he  had  picked 
out  that  afternoon. 

''There  are  some  old  bones  for  you  in  there, 
or  I'm  much  mistaken,  that  will  be  worth  a 
king's  ransom  to  me,  and  a  good  home  for  the 
rest  of  your  days  to  you,  my  beauties." 
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The  hounds  growled  and  sniffed,  and  leaped 
up  about  him,  as  if  madly  eager  to  begin  their 
grim  hunt.  Close  up  to  the  wall  of  the  old 
graveyard  he  came,  and  peered  over  at  the 
irregular  mounds,  overgrown  with  rank  grass 
and  weeds.  There  was  little  daylight  left,  but 
his  keen  eyes  could  still  see  dimly  into  each 
dark  corner,  filled  with  old  stones  and  decaying 
vegetation.  His  hands  were  trembling,  stolid 
as  he  was,  with  his  eagerness  to  let  the  hounds 
go.  His  eyes  were  hungrily  roaming  over  the 
neglected  enclosure  where  he  believed  the  clue 
to  his  secret  to  lie,  when  suddenly  a  sound  came 
to  his  ears  which  paralysed  his  arms  and  seemed 
to  stop  his  fast -drawn  breath.  It  was  the  voice 
of  a  little  child, 

Looking  again  more  intently  than  before 
into  the  chaos  of  broken  and  misplaced  tomb- 
stones, he  saw,  peering  out  from  behind  a  tuft 
of  shaggy  briar  and  weed,  the  face  of  a  little 
child.  It  was  tiny  Kate  Brander.  Ned  looked 
at  the  fierce  brutes  and  shivered.  Another 
moment  and  they  would  have  been  loose  in  the 
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graveyard,  ravenous  and  blood  hungry.  Then 
the  expression  of  his  face  changed. 

"  Yes,  he  has  got  the  best  of  this  move ; 
curse  him  !  But  the  game's  not  played  out 
yet." 

And,  with  a  lowering  face,  and  slow,  heavy 
gait,  he  turned,  with  his  yelping  brood,  towards 
the  road  home. 


CHAPTER    XX. 

A    STRANGE    SICK-NURSE. 

The  stolid  calmness  of  Ned  Mitchell's  every-day 
demeanour,  which  was  but  a  mask  for  strong 
passions  and  still  stronger  resolutions,  broke 
down  entirely  under  his  disappointment.  If  the 
mouldy  old  graveyard  of  St.  Cuthbert's  had  been 
a  paradise  of  sweet  sights  and  sounds  and  scents, 
he  could  not  have  been  more  maddened  by  the 
impossibility  of  entering  it.  Even  the  innocent 
child  herself,  whose  presence  among  the  ruined 
graves  had  prevented  him  from  letting  his 
hounds  loose,  shared  his  anger. 

"  They  can't  keep  the  brat  there  always, 
that's  one  thing,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he 
limped  along. 

He  found  the  return  journey  over  the  fields 
more  tedious  than  he — a  strong,  healthy  man, 
used  to  bear  great  fatigues  without  any  ill  effect 
— could   have   thought  possible.      The   hounds 
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were  growing  every  moment  more  troublesome, 
straining  harder  at  the  leash,  snapping  and 
yelping  the  while.  The  wound  in  his  injured 
leg  was  beginning  to  smart  and  burn,  the 
muscles  were  swelling  most  painfully,  and  long 
before  he  reached  Eishton  Hill  every  step  was 
causing  him  acute  agony.  The  last  field  he  had 
to  cross  brought  him  out  into  the  road  almost 
opposite  the  farmyard  gate  of  Eishton  Hall. 
Leaning  against  the  gate  and  stroking  the 
shaggy  head  of  a  poor  old  mongrel  ^which  had 
attached  itself  to  the  farm  since  she  had  been 
there,  was  Olivia  Denison.  She  looked  very  sad, 
and  stared  out  at  the  fields  and  the  grey  hills 
beyond  with  a  face  out  of  which  all  the  bright, 
girlish  vivacity  seemed  for  the  moment  to  have 
gone.  She  started  and  blushed  on  seeing  Ned 
Mitchell,  who  had  succeeded  in  reducing  his 
unruly  pets  to  something  like  submission,  but 
whose  temper  had  been  by  no  means  improved 
in  the  task. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  cried,  running  through  the  gate 
and    coming     fearlessly    within    the    range    of 
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the  leash,  "  are  these  the  dogs  I've  heard 
ahout  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  what  you've  heard?  " 
snapped  Ned.  "  But  I  know  what  you'll  feel 
in  a  minute  if  you  come  within  reach  of  the 
brutes'  jaws." 

For  answer  to  this  speech,  Olivia  stooped  and 
laid  her  hand  with  a  firm  touch  on  the  head  of 
the  animal  nearest  to  her.  Whether  he  had 
been  cowed  by  Ned's  course  of  treatment,  or 
whether  there  was  something  peculiarly  sym- 
pathetic to  animals  in  her  bold  manner  of  ap- 
proaching them,  the  dog  only  gave  an  ungracious 
growl,  but  made  no  attempt  to  resent  her 
advances  more  actively. 

"And  are  these — bloodhounds?"  she  asked, 
almost  with  bated  breath. 

"  Yes,  that's  what  they  are,"  answered  Ned, 
as  if  he  had  been  challenged. 

Olivia's  breath  came  more  quickly  as,  still 
looking  down  at  the  brutes,  and  even  playing 
with  the  ears  of  one  of  them,  she  listened  and 
evidently  read  the  meaning  of  his  tone. 
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M  AYhat  have  you  got  them  for?  "  she  asked, 
raising  her  head  suddenly,  and  looking  at  him 
askance. 

"  I've  got  them  to  play  sexton  for  me  in  St. 
Cuthbert's  churchyard  :  to  dig  up  some  bones 
there  that  were  buried  with  less  ceremony  than 
they  ought  to  have  had." 

"  There  are  a  good  many  bones  in  that  old 
churchyard.  How  do  you  know  your  hounds 
will  dig  up  the  right  ones  ?  "' 

"  It's  sixty  years  since  any  body  was  buried 
there — until  ten  years  ago." 

"  And  if  you  should  happen  to  come  upon 
these  bones,  and  even  be  sure  they  are  the 
right  ones,  how  will  you  be  sure  who  put  them 
there  ?  " 

"  I  don't  say  I  shall.  But  at  any  rate  it 
will  be  a  step  in  the  right  direction.  And  I 
shall  have  my  eye  on  any  likely  folk  who 
may  be  about,  and  see  how  they  take  the 
discovery." 

"  It  seems  to  me   you're  no    better  than  a 
detective,"  burst  out  Olivia,  hotly. 
D 
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"  Well,  I  hope  I'm  no  worse,"  said  Ned, 
laconically. 

Olivia  turned  her  head  away,  looking  hurt 
and  anxious. 

Ned,  who  liked  and  admired  the  girl,  felt  a 
little  sorry.  He  moved  off  with  his  dogs,  and 
began  to  whistle ;  but  the  pain  of  starting  again 
made  him  break  short  off  and  draw  his  breath 
sharply  through  his  teeth.  This  attracted 
Olivia's  attention;  she  watched  him  as  he 
laboured  up  the  hill,  and  before  he  had  gone 
very  far  she  ran  after  him. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  you,  Mr.  Mit- 
chell ?  "  she  asked.  "  You  walk  lame  to-night. 
Have  you  hurt  yourself  ?  " 

"  No.  And  what's  that  to  you  if  I  have  ?  " 
he  answered,  curtly. 

"  Nothing,  if  you  don't  think  sympathy 
worth  having." 

Ned  stopped.  The  strong-limbed,  plucky 
women  he  had  got  used  to  in  Australia,  and 
from  whom  he  had  chosen  his  own  wife,  were 
rather  lacking  in    graceful   feminine   wTays  ;    so 
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this  pretty  speech  and  gentle  tone,  coming  from 
a  girl  whose  spirit  he  admired,  touched  and 
softened  him. 

"  What  are  you  up  to  now  ?  "  he  asked, 
gruffly  enough,  but  not  without  betraying  signs 
of  a  gentler  feeling  than  he  would  have  owned 
to.  "I  know  better  than  to  think  you'd  trouble 
your  head  about  an  old  bear  like  me  if  you  didn't 
want  to  get  something  out  of  me/' 

"  Well,  I  want  to  get  the  pain  out  of  you — 
and  perhaps  a  little  of  the  surliness  too,"  she 
added,  archly. 

"  The  first  would  take  a  doctor,  and  the 
second  would  take  a  magician." 

"  Are  you  going  to  have  a  doctor  ?  " 

"  No.  I  can't  go  after  one  myself,  and  my 
establishment  doesn't  include  anybody  I  could 
send." 

"  I'll  send  for  one.  Ill  get  one  of  the  farm 
boys  to  go ;  or,  if  there  isn't  one  about,  Mat 
Oldshaw  will  go,  I  know." 

Ned  looked  at  her  cynically. 

"Poor  Mat,"  said  he.  "And  to  think  I 
D  2 
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was  fool  enough  myself  once  to  run  errands  for 
a  girl  who  thought  herself  as  far  above  me  as 
heaven  from  earth.  When  all  the  time  she  was 
dying  of  love  for  another  chap,  too.  Just  the 
same — just  the  same." 

Olivia  blushed  and  looked  annoyed,  but  she 
answered,  quietly — 

"  Mat  would  do  a  kind  deed  for  any  one,  Mr. 
Mitchell.  And  I  should  be  sorry  for  him  to 
think  that  it  is  a  sign  of  great  wisdom  to  be  dis- 
courteous to  a  woman." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Ned,  grimly.  "  Sorry  I 
haven't  time  to  let  you  exercise  your  wit  on  me 
a  little  longer.      Good-night." 

He  hobbled  up  the  hill  with  great  and 
evident  difficulty,  his  dogs  slinking  behind  him. 
He  was  absolutely  faint  with  pain  by  the  time 
he  reached  home. 

It.  was  quite  dark  in  the  cottage  when  he 
arrived,  and  he  made  his  way  at  once  to  a  shelf 
in  a  passage  where  a  box  of  matches  and  a  candle 
were  kept.  But  he  felt  from  end  to  end  of  the 
shelf  without   being  able  to  find  either.      The 
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dogs,  having  become  excited  since  their  entrance, 
sniffed  about  the  floor,  yelped  and  pulled  afresh 
at  the  leash,  impeding  his  movements.  He  had 
shut  the  front  door  on  entering,  relying  on  his 
candle  and  match-box  ;  so  that  he  could  not  even 
see  the  forms  of  the  struggling  animals  to  avoid 
them.  Two  or  three  times  he  stumbled  and  set 
them  growling  as  he  groped  his  way  towards  the 
room  where  he  kept  them  shut  up.  A  dizziness 
was  creeping  over  him,  which  seemed  from  time 
to  time  almost  to  overcome  him,  while  occa- 
sionally for  a  moment  it  seemed  to  leave  his 
head  again  perfectly  clear.  He  remembered,  or 
thought  he  remembered,  that  he  had  left  the 
door  of  the  room  wide  open  for  ventilation  ;  but 
now  he  went  the  whole  length  of  the  wall,  feel- 
ing with  his  disengaged  hand,  without  finding 
any  opening.  The  hounds  meanwhile  were 
growing  more  excited — more  troublesome  than 
ever  ;  so  that,  in  his  dizzy  and  wearied  condition, 
he  could  not  move  or  even  think  with  his  usual 
precision.  Their  behaviour,  however,  at  last 
roused  a  suspicion  in  his  mind. 
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"  Somebody's  been  in  here,"  be  muttered 
to  himself.  "  And  the  dogs  know  it  by  the 
scent." 

He  had  grown  bewildered  in  the  darkness, 
and  no  longer  knew  in  what  part  of  the  passage 
he  was  standing,  as  the  dogs,  still  straining  to 
get  free,  pulled  him  from  side  to  side.  Suddenly 
he  heard  the  faint  creaking  of  a  door.  The 
dizziness  was  coming  upon  him  again,  and  he 
turned,  in  a  half-blind,  stupefied  way  ;  saw,  or 
thought  he  saw,  a  faint  light  come  as  if  through 
an  open  door,  and  the  next  moment  found  him- 
self lying  on  the  floor,  while  the  sound  of  the 
hasty  shutting  of  another  door  behind  him  fell 
upon  his  dull  ears.  After  this  he  became  un- 
conscious. 

When  Ned  came  to  himself,  it  was  a  long 
time  before  he  could  remember,  even  in  the 
vaguest  manner,  the  experiences  he  had  just 
gone  through.  He  fancied  himself  in  one  of 
the  dungeons  he  had  read  about  in  his  boyhood, 
which  bold,  bad  barons  built  under  their  castles 
for  unlucky  prisoners  who  fell  into  their  hands. 
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In  strange  contrast  to  the  prosaic  reflections 
which  occupied  his  mind  in  every-day  waking 
hours,  the  most  fantastic  fancies  now  passed 
through  his  brain ;  that  he  was  a  prisoner,  flung 
down  here  by  an  enemy ;  that  fetters  of  red-hot 
iron  had  been  fastened  to  one  of  his  legs.  He 
thought  he  heard  the  sounds  of  every-day  life, 
muffled  by  the  thick  stone  ceiling  between,  in 
the  castle  above  him ;  the  noises  of  animals ; 
sounds  of  a  man's  voice ;  then  of  a  woman's. 
He  recognised  the  tones  of  the  latter,  he  felt 
sure,  though  he  could  not  remember  the  pos- 
sessor's name.  Then  suddenly  a  light  was 
struck  in  his  dungeon  and  a  hand  touched  him, 
and  it  flashed  upon  him  that  he  had  come  back, 
that  he  was  in  his  own  cottage  lying  on  the 
stone  floor  of  the  passage,  with  a  grey-bearded 
man  kneeling  beside  him,  and  a  woman's  skirt 
brushing  against  his  feet. 

"  He  must  have  fallen  very  heavily,"  whis- 
pered the  woman. 

And  Ned's  senses  came  fully  back  to 
him. 
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"  Of  course,"  he  murmured  to  himself,  "  it's 
Miss  Denison." 

"  He  can't  have  fallen  as  heavily  as  that 
unassisted,"  said  the  grey-bearded  man,  whom 
Ned  now  knew  to  be  the  doctor. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  he  was  thrown  down  ?  " 
asked  Olivia,  in  a  whisper  of  tragic  earnestness. 

"  Yes.     Look  at  the  blood  on  the  stones." 

"Oh!"  The  girl's  teeth  chattered  with 
horror. 

There  was  a  pause,  while  the  doctor  lifted 
him  gently. 

"  That's  the  leg  he  limps  with,"  said  the  girl. 

The  doctor  touched  the  wounded  limb  gently, 
but  the  action  made  Ned  moan. 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  the  dogs  ?  "  asked 
Olivia,  presently,  in  the  same  low  voice.  "  I 
think  they  are  kept  in  one  of  these  rooms.  My 
father  said  so." 

"  Turn  the  brutes  loose  in  the  garden." 

But  Ned,  though  the  movement  caused  him 
acute  pain  in  his  injured  leg,  struggled  up  on 
one  arm  and  shook  his  head  feebly. 
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"  No,  no,"  he  said,  in  a  weak,  husky  voice ; 
"  I'm  going  to  be  ill,  I  know.  Take  me  upstairs 
to  my  room,  and  put  the  dogs  into  the  room  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  landing." 

"  Oh,  come,  we  can't  have  that.  It  wouldn't 
be  a  proper  arrangement  at  all — most  unhealthy," 
objected  the  doctor. 

Ned  glared  at  him,  and  instantly  began  to 
try,  in  a  dogged  manner,  to  get  up. 

"  If  you  won't  do  it,  or  let  it  be  done,  why, 
hang  you  !  I'll  do  it  myself,"  he  panted  out. 

"I'll  do  it,  Mr.  Mitchell,"  said  the  girl's 
clear  voice. 

Ned  heard  her  go  upstairs,  soothing  and 
encouraging  the  hounds,  which  scrambled  and 
shuffled  up  after  her. 

"  That's  a  good  plucked  'un,"  he  then  re- 
marked to  the  doctor. 

And  satisfied  now  that  his  savage  pets  were 
safely  disposed  of,  he  fell  back  on  the  doctor's 
arm.  For  there  was  a  curious  buzzing  noise  in 
his  ears,  and  his  head  felt  alternately  very  heavy 
and  very  light.     He  wanted  to  keep  his  senses 
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clear  until  the  young  girl  should  come  down 
again,  but  it  was  only  by  a  strong  and  exhaust- 
ing effort  that  he  succeeded.  As  soon  as  she 
reached  the  bottom  stair,  Olivia  heard  him  ad- 
dressing her  in  a  faint  voice. 

"  Thanks — thanks  for  what  you've  done. 
I'm  not  ungrateful.  Now  get  me  some  one — 
to  look  after  me — who's  got  a  little  nerve.  For 
I  don't  care — how  they  treat  me — but  they  must 
take  care — of  my  dogs.  For  somebody  wants  to 
get  at  my  dogs,  I  know.  And  they  must  be 
prevented — prevented.  You'll  see  to  this.  Pro- 
mise me." 

"Yes,  I  will,  I  promise,"  said  Olivia,  in  a 
firm  voice,  afraid  that  she  was  speaking  to  a 
dying  man. 

She  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words  when  he 
again  became  insensible. 

Olivia  was  in  sore  distress  as  to  the  manner 
of  fulfilling  her  promise.  On  the  one  hand,  she 
had  to  keep  her  word  by  finding  a  nurse  for  him 
who  would  not  be  afraid  of  the  hounds ;  on  the 
other,  she  was  particularly  anxious  that,  if  he 
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should  grow  delirious  his  ravings  should  not  be 
heard  by  any  one  who  would  chatter  about 
them. 

"We  must  get  him  to  bed,"  said  the  doctor, 
as  she  stood  debating  this  difficulty.  "  The 
young  man  who  came  for  me — is  he  about  ?  " 

"  Mat  Oldshaw  ?  Oh,  yes,  I  expect  so.  He 
stayed  in  the  garden  when  we  came  in.  He 
wouldn't  go  away  without  asking  if  there  was 
anything  more  he  could  do." 

"  Ask  him  to  come  in,  if  he  is  there,  please." 

Olivia  went  out  into  the  garden.  As  she 
passed  under  the  porch,  she  saw  a  man  slink 
limping  away  from  the  side  of  Mat.,  who  was 
standing  near  the  gate,  and  pass  behind  a  bushy 
screen  of  evergreens.  She  sprang  forward  to  the 
gate,  but  the  man  had  gone  out  of  sight. 

"  Mat,"  she  asked,  in  a  frightened  voice, 
"  who  was  that  ?  " 

"  Nobbut  a  tramp,"  he  answered.  "  Nobody 
to  freight  yer.  It's  ten  yeer  an'  more  since  he 
wur  in  these  parts." 

"  Oh,    no,   it    isn't,"   said   Olivia,   decidedly. 
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"  He  was  here  four  months  ago.  His  name  is 
Abel  Squires,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Ay,  that  be  his  neame,  sure  enough,"  an- 
swered Mat,  with  surprise.  "  Wheer  did  you 
happen  upon  him  ?  " 

"Never  mind.  I  want  to  know  what  he's 
doing  about  here  ?  " 

"  He  wants  to  get  a  sight  o'  Mester  Mitchell, 
he  says." 

"  But  what  did  he  sneak  away  like  that,  for, 
when  he  saw  me  come  out,  instead  of  waiting 
to  ask  if  he  could  see  him  ?  " 

"  He  doan't  want  to  be  seen  aboot  here,  he 
says." 

"  Mat,"  cried  the  girl,  earnestly,  after  a  few 
moments'  thought,  "  Mr.  Mitchell  has  been 
knocked  down  and  hurt.  The  doctor  wants 
you  to  help  carry  him  upstairs.  I  wonder  if 
it  was  this  tramp  who  did  it." 

"Noa,  Miss,  but  Ah  knaw  who  did,"  said 
a  rough  voice  so  close  to  her  that  it  startled 
her. 

She    turned  and    saw   the    one-legged    man 
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whose  conversation  with  Vernon  Brander  she 
had  overheard  in  the  churchyard.  The  ground 
was  so  soft  with  recent  rains  that  his  wooden 
leg  had  made  no  noise  as  he  approached.  Olivia 
drew  her  breath  sharply  through  her  teeth  and 
felt  cold  with  terror  as  she  looked  at  his  weather- 
worn, strangely  inexpressive  face.  Here,  she 
thought,  was  the  man  whose  silence  about  that 
miserable  night's  work  of  ten  years  ago  Vernon 
had  so  much  difficulty  in  procuring.  And  he 
had  come  with  the  expressed  purpose  of  seeing 
Ned  Mitchell,  whom  she  looked  upon  as 
Vernon's  avowed  enemy. 

"You  know  who  knocked  Mr.  Mitchell 
down  ?  "  she  said,  faintly. 

"  Ay,"  said  Abel  Squires,  with  a  nod. 

She  had  a  fancy  that  this  man  was  trying 
to  implicate  Vernon,  and  she  scarcely  dared  to 
frame  her  next  question. 

"  You  mean  that  you  saw  him  do  it  ?  "  she 
asked,  after  a  short  pause. 

"  Ah  werr  standin'  in  's  bit  o'  garden  at  back 
theer,"  said  he,  jerking  his  head  in  the  direction 
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of  the  cottage.  "  An'  Ah  see  a  mon  go  in,  and 
after  a  bit  Ah  see  him  coom  aht.  An'  if  Mester 
Mitchell  wur  knocked  deaun,"  he  went  on, 
doggedly,  "  Ah  say  Ah  knaw  t'  mon  as  did  it. 
An'  it  beant  naw  good  to  ask  me  who  t'was,  for 
Ah  mean  to  keeap  me  awn  counsel ;  Ah'm  used 
to  V 

Olivia  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  the 
man.  Though  his  voice  was  rough,  his  manner 
of  speech  was  mild,  and  betrayed  no  hostile  feel- 
ing towards  anybody. 

"  Are  you  a  friend  of  Mr.  Mitchell's  ?  "  she 
asked,  tentatively. 

"  Ay,"  nodded  Abel,  good  humouredly. 
"  He's  never  done  naw  harm  to  me." 

Seized  with  a  bold  idea,  Olivia  scanned  the 
man  narrowly  from  head  to  foot. 

"Will  you  tell  me  what  business  brought 
you  to  see  Mr.  Mitchell?  "  she  asked,  frankly. 

Abel  Squires  examined  the  girl's  face  closely 
in  his  turn. 

"What  do  you  knaw  abaht  it?"  he  asked, 
shortly. 
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"  I  know  that  he  is  trying  to  find  out  a 
secret :  a  secret  which  I  think  you  know." 

"  Maybe  Ah  do  ;  maybe  Ah  doan't ;  anyhow, 
Ah  doan't  prate  abaht  it !  " 

"  Then  what  do  you  want  to  see  Mr. 
Mitchell  for  ?  " 

"  Ah  think  he  got  summat  aht  o'  me  last 
toime  Ah  see  him ;  Ah  want  to  knaw  how 
mooch." 

The  girl's  face  cleared. 

"Could  you  nurse  a  sick  man?"  she  asked. 
"  Mr.  Mitchell  is  ill,  delirious,  and  I  don't  want 
to  trust  him  to. any  prattling  old  woman." 

"  Ay,"  said  Abel,  promptly ;  "  Ah  can 
do't." 

"  Come  in  with  me,  and  let  us  see  what  the 
doctor  says,"  said  Olivia,  leading  the  way  into 
the  cottage  with  eager  footsteps. 

She  was  surprised  at  her  own  daring  in  tak- 
ing this  step ;  but  she  argued  with  herself  that 
if  the  tramp,  possessing  Vernon's  secret,  as  she 
knew  he  did,  should  wish  to  turn  informer,  there 
was   no  possibility  of  preventing  him,  while  he 
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would  be  within  reacli  of  Vernon's  influence  as 
long  as  he  was  attending  on  the  sick  man.  If, 
on  the  other  hand,  he  was  loyally  anxious  to 
keep  it,  there  could  be  no  better  person  to  watch 
over  the  man  from  whom  she  wished  to  keep 
the  truth. 

The  doctor  asked  Abel  a  few  questions,  and 
agreed  that  he  might  be  tried  as  sick  nurse. 
Tramp  though  he  was,  Squires  was  a  man  of 
some  intelligence,  and  had  picked  up  many  a 
scrap  of  practical  knowledge  in  the  wanderings 
in  which  his  life  had  been  almost  wholly  spent. 
Before  the  doctor  and  Olivia  had  left  the  house, 
they  felt  that  the  patient  was  in  no  unskilful 
hands,  while  the  hounds  were  under  control  of  a 
man  entirely  without  fear. 

As  she  left  the  cottage,  after  listening  fear- 
fully for  some  minutes  to  the  incoherent  mutter- 
ings  of  its  unlucky  tenant,  Olivia  met  Mat,  who 
was  dutifully  waitiug  in  the  garden  to  learn 
whether  she  had  any  more  work  for  him.  She 
stopped  short  on  seeing  him,  and  said,  "  Oh  !  " 
in  some  confusion. 
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"What  is  it?"  asked  Mat,  whose  loyal 
admiration  for  her  made  him  quick  of  appre- 
hension. "  You  want  summat  more  done.  What- 
ever it  mebbe,  Ah'm  ready  to  do't." 

"  You  are  good,  Mat,"  she  said  gratefully, 
with  a  bright  blush.  "  Nobody  is  ever  as  ready 
to  help  me  as  you,  or  so  quick  to  know  when 
one  wants  help." 

"  Ah  knaw  more'n  that,"  said  Mat,  en- 
couraged by  her  praise.  "  Ah  knaw,  Ah  guess, 
what  you  want  done." 

The  colour  in  Olivia's  cheeks  grew  deeper 
than  ever.  She  said  nothing,  however ;  so 
Mat,  after  a  short  pause,  went  on,  "  You  want 
somebody  to  knaw  what's  happened." 

Olivia  laughed  bashfully.  "  You're  an  ac- 
complished thought  reader,  Mat.  Who  is  the 
person  ?  " 

"  Parson  Vernon." 

"  Well,  don't  you  think  he  ought  to  know, 
as — as  he's  a  friend  of  Mr.  Mitchell's  ?  " 

"Ay,"  said  Mat.  "  Ah'll  go  straight  off 
to  him  neow." 


50  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

"  Thank  you,  Mat.  And  be  sure  you  don't 
forget  to  tell  him  that  Abel  Squires  is  going  to 
nurse  him." 

"Ah'll  mahnd  that.  Grood-night,  Miss 
Olivia/' 

"  Good-night,  Mat.  I  don't  know  what  I 
should  have  done  without  you  this  evening." 

Mat  blushed.  "  You  knaw,  Miss,"  he  said, 
in  a  bashful,  strangled  voice,  "  you're  as  welcome 
as  t'  flowers  in  Meay  to  aught  as  Ah  can  do — 
neow  and  any  toime." 

And  he  pulled  off  his  cap  awkwardly  with- 
out looking  at  her,  and  ran  off  down  the  hill 
before  he  had  even  stopped  to  replace  it ;  while 
Miss  Denison,  much  more  leisurely,  started  on 
her  way  home  to  the  farm. 

Long  before  Ned  Mitchell's  illness  was  over, 
poor  Olivia  had  grave  reason  to  repent  her 
choice  of  an  attendant.  Old  Sarah  Wall,  who 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  coming  in  for  a  couple 
of  hours  daily  to  do  the  cleaning,  was  now  in- 
stalled permanently  on  the  ground  floor,  which 
she  had  all  to  herself.     The  front  door  was  kept 
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on  the  chain,  and  to  all  inquirers  it  was  Mrs. 
Wall's  duty  to  answer  that  Mr.  Mitchell  was 
getting  on  very  well,  hut  was  not  allowed  to 
see  any  one.  If  any  further  questions  were 
put  to  her,  or  a  wish  expressed  to  see  his 
attendant,  she  put  on  a  convenient  deafness, 
and  presently  shut  the  door.  No  one  was  ad- 
mitted but  the  doctor,  even  when  Ned  was  well 
enough  to  sit  up  at  the  front  window,  with  one 
or  other  of  his  fierce  hounds  at  the  side  of  his 
chair,  and  his  odd-looking  attendant  in  the  back- 
ground. The  evident  good  understanding  which 
existed  between  master  and  man  filled  Olivia 
with  foreboding,  and  caused  still  deeper  anxiety 
to  Vernon  Brander,  who,  having  called  at  the 
cottage  day  after  day,  and  failed  to  extract 
any  information  from  Sarah  Wall,  deliberately 
walked  round  to  the  back  garden  and  climbed 
into  one  of  the  windows  of  the  upper  floor  by 
means  of  the  water-butt.  Here  he  came  face 
to  face  with  Abel  Squires,  who,  hearing  the 
noise,  came  out  of  his  master's  room  to  find 
out  the  cause.  He  tried  to  retreat  on  seeing 
E  2 
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Vernon,  bnt  the  latter  seized  his  arm  and  de- 
tained him. 

"  Look  here,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  but 
very  sternly ;    "  you've  broken  faith,  I  see." 

Abel's  wooden  face  never  changed. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  doggedly,  "  Ah  doan't  say 
Ah  haven't.  Boot  it  was  forced  aht  o'  me  when 
Ah  wur  droonk.     That's  all  Ah  have  to  say." 

And  to  demonstrate  this  he  folded  his  arms 
tightly,  and  met  the  clergyman's  eyes  stubbornly 
and  without  flinching. 

"  So  that  man  knows  everything  ?  "  asked 
Vernon,  in  a  low  voice,  glancing  at  the  door  of 
Ned  Mitchell's  room. 

"  Pretty  nigh  all  as  Ah  knaw." 

Vernon's  face  was  livid.  He  leaned  against 
the  window-sill  and  looked  out  fixedly  into  the 
Vicarage  garden. 

"  He  can't  do  anything,"  he  muttered. 

"  He  means  to  try,"  said  Abel.  "  Hast  tha 
seen  t'  dogs  ?  " 

"  No,  but  I've  heard  about  them ;  and  they 
won't  help  him  much,"  answered  Vernon,  quietly. 
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"  'Tarn't  easy  to  trick  un,"  said  Abel,  warn- 
ingly.  "  He's  none  so  over  sharp,  but  he's 
sure." 

Yernon  said  nothing  to  this ;  but,  after  a 
short  pause,  he  bade  Abel  good-day  very  shortly, 
and  went  downstairs.  Old  Sarah  Wall  was 
standing  at  the  door,  in  colloquy  with  some  one 
outside.  She  cried  out  when  she  felt  a  man's 
hand  on  her  shoulder ;  and  Yernon,  hastily 
telling  her  to  be  quiet,  drew  back  the  chain  and 
let  himself  out.  He  started  in  his  turn  on 
finding  himself  face  to  face  with  Olivia  Denison. 
Being  overwhelmed  with  anxiety  on  his  account, 
it  was  only  a  natural  result  of  her  girlish  modesty 
that  she  should  appear  freezingly  cold  and  dis- 
tant in  her  manner  towards  him,  even  though 
her  curt  greeting  caused  him  evident  pain. 
After  the  exchange  of  a  very  few  indifferent 
words,  Yernon  raised  his  cap  stiffly  and  left  her ; 
while  she,  angry  with  him,  still  more  angry  with 
herself,  walked  slowly  down  the  hill,  more 
anxious,  more  miserable,  on  his  account  than 
ever. 
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It  was  on  the  ninth  day  after  the  beginning 
of  his  illness  that  Ned  Mitchell,  whose  impa- 
tience to  be  well  materially  retarded  his  recovery, 
could  at  last  bear  confinement  no  longer,  and 
seized  the  opportunity  of  a  short  absence  of 
Abel's  in  the  village  to  make  his  way  once  more 
down  to  St.  Cuthbert's  churchyard.  He  wanted 
to  take  his  hounds  with  him,  but  decided  that  it 
would  be  rash  to  do  so  until  he  was  more  sure 
of  his  own  powers  of  reaching  his  destination. 
For  he  found,  much  to  his  own  disgust,  that  he 
felt  weak  and  giddy.  However,  he  set  out  on 
his  walk  as  quickly  as  he  could,  taking  his  way 
over  the  fields  to  escape  observation.  Evening 
was  closing  in — an  evening  in  late  June,  warm 
and  balmy.  He  chose  to  set  down  to  the 
summer  heat  the  dizziness  which  he  felt  creeping 
over  him  long  before  the  ruined  tower  of  St. 
Cuthbert's  came  in  sight. 

When  he  reached  the  lane  which  divided  the 
last  field  from  the  churchyard,  his  head  swam 
and  he  staggered  across  the  road  and  caught  the 
gate  for  support.    After  a  minute's  rest,  he  raised 
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his  head  and  looked  over  into  the  enclosure. 
Was  he  delirious  again  ?  Had  the  wild  fancies 
of  his  illness  come  hack  to  torment  him?  He 
saw  before  him,  instead  of  broken,  moss-grown 
headstones,  rank  weeds,  and  misshapen  mounds 
of  earth  and  rubbish,  a  churchyard  as  neat  and 
trim  as  that  of  Eishton  itself,  with  tombstones 
set  straight  in  the  ground,  well  gravelled  paths, 
and  borders  of  flowers.  The  churchyard  wall 
was  garnished  along  the  top  with  broken  glass, 
and  two  notice  boards,  respectively  at  the  right 
and  left  hand  of  the  gate,  bore  these  words  i 
"  Visitors  are-requested  not  to  pluck  the  flowers/' 
and  "  Dogs  not  admitted." 

This  last  inscription  reassured  Ned  as  to  the 
state  of  his  own  brain.  He  laughed  savagely  to 
himself,  and,  after  a  few  minutes'  rest,  which  he 
spent  in  grim  contemplation  of  the  altered 
churchyard,  he  turned  to  go  home. 

Whether  he  had  "got  his  second  wind,"  or 
whether  the  rage  he  felt  stimulated  his  powers, 
Ned  returned  home  much  faster  than  he  came. 
Just  outside  the  cottage  gate  he  met  Sarah  Wall, 
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wringing  her  hands  and  muttering  to  herself  in 
deepest  distress. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  the  woman  ? " 
asked  Ned  in  his  surliest  tones. 

"  Oh,  sir !  the  dogs,  the  dogs  !  It  warn't 
my  fault :  it  warn't  indeed  !  How  they  got  out 
I  know  no  more  than  the  bahe  unborn !  " 

"  Grot  out ! "  shouted  Ned,  with  fury. 
"  What  the  d — .  You  wretched  old  woman ! 
Are  they  lost  ?     Have  they  got  away  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  don't  'e  speak  like  that ;  don't  'e 
look  so  ;  it'  warn't  my  fault.  Abel  should  have 
been  there  to  look  after  'em." 

Ned  kept  down  his  rage  until  he  got  out  of 
her  what  he  wanted  to  know. 

"  What  happened,  then  ?  Tell  me  at  once, 
quietly.     Where  are  the  dogs  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  they're  in  there,"  said  the  old 
woman,  pointing  with  a  trembling  finger  to  the 
cottage.  "And  not  if  you  was  to  flay  me  alive 
could  I  tell  you  how " 

But  Ned  did  not  stay  to  listen.  He  was  up 
the  garden  path  and  through  the  porch  before 
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she  could  utter  half  a  dozen  words.  An  oath 
and  a  howl  of  rage  burst  from  his  lips  at  the 
sight  which  met  his  eyes.  Stretched  on  the 
floor  of  the  stone  passage  lay  the  dead  bodies  of 
the  two  bloodhounds,  foam  and  blood  still  on 
their  jaws,  their  attitude  showing  that  they  had 
expired  in  great  agony.  Ned  hung  over  them 
for  a  moment,  touched  them  ;  they  were  scarcely 
cold.  Then  he  stood  bolt  upright  with  a  livid 
face. 

"  They  have  been  poisoned  !  "  he  whispered, 
in  a  harsh,  gurgling  voice. 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 

THE    "  VICARAGE  "    HAYMAKING. 

Ned  Mitchell  was  not  the  sort  of  man  to 
waste  much,  time  in  the  indulgence  of  an  out- 
break of  passion.  After  a  few  minutes,  con- 
templation of  the  dead  bodies  of  his  hounds,  he 
pulled  himself  together  and  prepared  for  action. 
There  had  flashed  into  his  mind  the  recollection 
of  the  evening  on  which  his  illness  began.  He 
had  forgotten  until  that  moment  all  the  details 
of  his  arrival  home,  his  groping  about  for  a 
light,  the  sounds  he  had  heard  as  of  a  person 
moving  in  one  of  the  rooms,  and  the  glimpse  he 
had  caught  of  an  opening  door  as  he  fell 
senseless  to  the  floor.  It  now  occurred  to  him 
for  the  first  time,  as  he  went  over  the  small 
incidents  of  that  night  one  by  one,  that  the 
fall  from  the  effects  of  which  he  was  suffering 
was  caused  by  a  heavy  blow  from  some  one  who 
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had  forced  an  entrance  into  the  little  cottage 
during  his  absence. 

"  A  murderous  blow  !  "  he  muttered  to  him- 
self as — alone,  in  the  dusk,  with  his  dead 
hounds  encumbering  the  ground  at  his  feet — he 
staggered  along  by  the  walls,  reproducing  the 
sensations  he  had  felt  just  before  his  fall.  "  It 
must  have  been  in  here  that  he  was  hidden,"  he 
went  on  to  himself,  as  he  found  himself  at  the 
door  of  the  room  where  he  had  first  kept  his 
hounds.  "  For  it  was  on  my  right  hand  as  I 
came  in  that  I  heard  the  noise  ;  I  am  sure  of 
it."  Speaking'  thus,  slowly,  to  himself,  he  at 
last  turned  the  handle  and  went  into  the  unused 
room.  It  was  musty  and  close,  and  he  had  to 
open  the  windows  before  he  could  breathe  freely. 
He  had  a  match-box  in  his  pocket ;  striking  a 
light,  he  examined  every  corner  of  the  empty 
room  with  the  utmost  care,  and  discovered  at 
last,  close  to  the  wall  in  a  nook  where  the  light 
from  the  windows  scarcely  penetrated,  two 
dried-up,  evil-smelling  scraps  of  meat.  "Ah!  " 
said  he  to  himself.     "  Poisoned,  of  course  !    And 
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as  the  first  attempt  wouldn't  do,  we  had  to  try 
again/ ' 

He  removed  the  meat  carefully  from  the 
room,  and  hid  it  away  for  further  examination. 
Poor,  trembling  Mrs.  Wall  having  by  this  time 
returned  to  her  place  in  the  kitchen,  he  went  in 
and  asked  her,  in  a  dry  voice,  if  she  had  heard 
anybody  about  the  place  in  his  absence. 

"  No,  sir,"  quavered  she.  "  Indeed  I 
didn't." 

"  You  were  out,  of  course." 

"No,  sir;  at  least,  I'd  only  gone  just  half- 
wdj  down  t'  hill  as  far  as  t'  post-office,  to  get  in 
a  pound  of  sugar  because  you're  out  of  it,  sir ; 
and  I  give  you  my  word,  sir,  I'd  never  ha'  gone 
if  I  hadn't  ha'  thought  as  Abel  was  upstairs, 
and—" 

"  And  you  came  back  just  a  minute  or  two 
before  I  did?" 

"Yes,  sir;  not  so  very  long." 

"Not  long  at  all,  or  you'd  have  had  the 
whole  village  up  here,  poking  and  prying  into 
every  corner,  I  know,"  said  Ned,  grimly.     "And 
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wlien  you  opened  the  door  you  saw  the  dogs 
lying  as  they  are  lying  now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  And  you've  heard  nobody  about  ?  " 

"  No,  sir ;  at  least,  no,  not  to-day." 

"  Not  to-day  !  Then  you  have  heard  some- 
body in  the  place  since  I've  been  ill  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  not  nobody  to  matter — nobody 
at  all.  Only  one  day,  as  I  wur  talking  to  Miss 
Denison  from  t'  Hall,  as  wur  at  t'  door  asking 
about  you,  I  wur  pushed  aside  quite  sudden- 
like ;  and  when  I  looked  it  wur  parson 
Brander." 

She  lowered  her  voice  to  a  whisper  as  she 
uttered  the  name.  For,  in  spite  of  her  cautious 
way  of  putting  it,  Sarah  Wall  felt  a  decided 
suspicion  that  the  Yicar  of  St.  Cuthbert's, 
against  whom  her  prejudice  was  strong,  was  at 
the  root  of  this  business. 

"  I  don't  know  where  he  come  from,  sir," 
she  croaked  on,  rather  mysteriously.  "  Eut 
it  wasn't  through  t'  door,  for  it  wur  on  t' 
chain." 
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Ned,  having  got  out  of  her  all  she  had  to 
tell,  turned  with  an  abrupt  nod,  left  the  kitchen, 
and  again  went  out  into  the  garden.  Abel 
Squires,  who  was  hobbling  up  the  hill  on  his 
crutch,  redoubled  his  pace  when  he  saw  his 
master  at  the  gate. 

"  So  ye're  aht,  Ah  see,"  he  called  out,  as 
soon  as  he  was  near  enough.  "  Ah  guessed  how 
't  would  be  as  soon  as  my  back  wur  turned/' 

As  he  drew  nearer  he  saw  by  his  master's 
face,  not  only  that  he  was  greatly  fatigued,  but 
that  something  serious  had  happened. 

In  a  few  short  sentences  Ned  told  him  the 
events  which  had  occurred  in  his  absence  :  his 
visit  to  St.  Cuthbert's,  the  finding  of  the  dogs' 
bodies,  and  the  discovery  of  meat  which  he 
believed  to  be  poisoned. 

"  Wall  tells  me,"  said  he,  "  that  Vernon 
Brander  got  into  the  place  one  day  while  I  was 
laid  up." 

Abel  nodded. 

"  Eeight  enough:  so  he  did.  Got  in  at  t! 
oopper  floor  by  t'  water  boott." 
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"  What  reason  did  he  give  ?  " 

"  Wanted  to  knaw  heow  mooch  you  knew. 
So  Ah  told  him.  He's  been  going  abaht  loike  a 
churchyard  ghost  ever  since.  Ah  met  'un  just 
neow  on  's  way  oop  to  t'  Vicarage." 

"To  the  Vicarage?" 

"Ay." 

"  Well,  I'm  going  up  there  now." 

And  he  turned  and  began  to  walk  up  the 
hill.  Abel  hopped  after  him,  assuming  his  most 
persuasive  mien. 

"  Doan't  'e,  Mester  Mitchell — doant  'e,"  he 
entreated.  "  It's  naught  but  cruelty  to  him  as 
hasn't  done  it ;  an'  as  for  him  as  has,  you've  got 
plenty  in  store  for  him  wi'out  worriting  of  him 
now." 

Ned  paid  not  the  slightest  heed  to  these 
remonstrances,  but  went  on  his  way,  still  closely 
attended  by  Abel  the  length  of  the  Vicarage 
garden  wall. 

Abel  redoubled  his  pleadings  as  they  caught 
sight  of  the  two  brothers  and  Mrs.  Brander 
walking  in  the  garden. 
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"  Look  'e  here,  Mester  Mitchell,"  said  lie,  in 
a  rough  voice  that,  plead  as  he  would,  could  get 
no  softer.  "  Ah've  kept  away  from  Eishton  ten 
year  fur  to  please  parson  Yernon,  'cause  Ah'm  t' 
only  chap  as  see  what  happened  that  neight, 
an'  he  wouldn't  trust  me  to  hawd  ma  tongue. 
What  Ah  could  do  fur  ten  year,  couldn't  you 
do  fur  a  neight." 

Still  Ned  walked  stolidly  on,  vouchsafing  no 
answer,  until  the  party  in  the  garden  caught 
sight  of  them,  and  the  Vicar  of  Eishton  came 
down  to  the  side  gate  to  meet  them.  As  he  drew 
near,  Ahel,  after  one  futile  attempt  to  drag  Ned 
bodily  away,  tried  to  escape  himself.  But  Mr. 
Brander  was  too  quick  and  too  strong  for  him. 

"  Why,  who  have  we  here  ? "  he  said 
curiously,  seizing  Squires  by  the  arm,  and 
looking  into  his  wooden  face.  "  Isn't  it  Abel 
Squires,  the  man  who  picked  up  my  father's 
signet  ring  on  the  Sheffield  road  ?  " 

"  Ay,  sir,"  said  Abel,  very  bashfully,  while 
he  persistently  avoided  meeting  the  vicar's  eye. 

"  I    thought    so,"    said    the    vicar,     good- 
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humouredly.  And  without  noticing  the  lowering 
expression  of  Ned's  face,  he  turned  and  shook 
his  hand.  "  Glad  to  see  you  about  again,  Mr. 
Mitchell.  I  must  tell  you  a  story  about  our 
friend  here,"  he  continued,  putting  a  kind  hand 
on  the  tramp's  shoulder.  "  Years  ago,  when  I 
was  scarcely  more  than  a  boy,  my  father  lost  a 
signet  ring  one  night  as  he  was  returning  home 
from  a  sick  bed.  It  was  an  old-fashioned  thing ; 
much  too  large  for  his  finger.  He  never 
expected  to  see  it  again ;  but  a  fortnight  after- 
wards who  should  turn  up  but  Abel  Squires, 
inquiring  of  the  servants  if  anybody  in  the 
house  had  lost  a  ring.  He  had  picked  it  up, 
and  having  no  means  of  advertising  his  find, 
had  perseveringly  called  at  house  after  house 
on  the  outskirts  of  Sheffield  where  he  found  it, 
until  at  last  he  got  directed  to  my  father  as 
the  owner.  He  was  so  much  struck  by  the 
circumstance  that  he  declared  it  should  be 
treasured  up  for  ever  by  the  head  of  the  family 
as  a  reminder  that  the  world  had  contained  at 
least  one  ideally  honest  man." 
F 
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"  You're  t'  head  of  t'  family,  yet  you  don't 
wear  it,  though,  parson,"  said  Abel,  glancing  at 
his  hands. 

He  had  listened  in  much  confusion  to  the 
account,  changing  from  his  wooden  leg  to  his 
sound  one  and  back  again,  and  looking  as  if  the 
vicar's  speech  contained  some  revelation  parti- 
cularly painful  for  him  to  hear. 

The  vicar,  who  had  been  touched  by  his 
excessive  modesty,  was  surprised  by  this  retort. 

"No,  I  don't  wear  it  now,"  he  said,  laughing 
genially.  "  I  did,  though,  until  I  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  lose  it  myself,  some  years  ago.  It 
was  too  large  for  me,  as  it  had  been  for  my 
father,  and  I  never  knew  how  it  had  gone.  And 
you  were  not  about  to  find  it  for  me." 

"  Nay,  sir,"  was  all  Abel  said,  with  one  shy 
glance  at  the  bystanders. 

They  had  formed  a  strange  group  while  the 
vicar's  recital  lasted.  Each  one  seemed  to  know 
that  something  serious  was  impending,  and  to 
listen,  in  silence  not  all  attentive,  to  the  vicar's 
innocently  told  reminiscences.     He  was  the  only 
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person  at  ease  in  the  little  circle.  Ned  was 
standing,  stolid  and  square,  listening  to  Mr. 
Brander's  little  story  with  a  contemptuous  face ; 
Vernon  Brander,  who  seemed  of  late  to  be  grow- 
ing daily  more  lean,  more  haggard,  kept  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  Ned  with  an  expression  of  undisguised 
apprehension  ;  while  Mrs.  Brander,  whose  great 
black  eyes  were  flashing  with  excitement  to 
which  she  allowed  no  other  vent,  looked  steadily 
from  one  to  the  other  of  the  rest  of  the  group,  as 
she  stood  a  little  away  from  them  all,  motionless 
and  silent,  like  a  beautiful  statue. 

When  the'  vicar's  prattle  had  come  to  an  end, 
there  was  a  pause.  He  seemed  himself  to  be- 
come at  last  aware  that  the  minds  about  him 
were  occupied  with  some  more  serious  matter, 
and  he  turned  to  Ned  with  a  look  of  inquiry — 

"Is  anything  the  matter,  Mr.  Mitchell?  "  he 
asked.  "  You  look  less  happy  than  a  man 
should  do  who  has  just  been  released  from  the 
confinement  of  a  sick  bed.  Can  I  advise  you  or 
counsel  you  in  any  way  ?  Would  you  like  to 
come  into  my  study  ?  " 
F  2 
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Ned  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  him  like  a 
bull  in  the  arena. 

"  No,"  he  said,  savagely,  "  the  garden  will 
do  for  what  I  have  to  say.  It's  only  this  :  My 
bloodhounds  have  been  poisoned "  —  a  little 
shiver  of  intense  excitement  seemed  to  run 
through  the  group — "and  by  the  same  hand 
that  killed  my  sister.  Now  I  give  the  man  who 
did  both  those  acts  till  this  time  to-morrow  to 
confess  publicly  that  he's  been  a  great  hypocrite 
for  ten  years,  with  good  words  on  his  lips  and 
bad  thoughts  in  his  heart.  But  if  in  those  four- 
and-twenty  hours  he  don't  confess,  then  he  shall 
be  buried  at  the  country's  expense  before  the 
year's  out." 

There  was  dead  silence  after  this  speech, 
which  Ned  delivered,  not  in  his  usual  coarse, 
loud  tones,  but  in  husky,  spasmodic  jerks,  and 
with  the  manner  of  a  man  bitterly  in  earnest. 
The  vicar  listened  with  great  attention;  Abel 
Squires  seemed  to  wish,  but  not  to  dare,  to  move 
away;  Vernon  shook  from  head  to  foot  with 
high  nervous  excitement ;  while  Mrs.  Brander 
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moved  to  the  side  of  her  brother-in-law,  and 
stole  her  hand  within  his  arm. 

Not  a  look,  not  a  movemeut,  was  lost  on 
Ned,  whose  features  suddenly  broke  up  into  a 
grim  and  horrible  smile  as  he  noted  the  action 
of  the  lady.  It  was  a  smile  of  cunning,  of 
mockery.  But  Mr.  Brander  had  treated  him 
with  dislike  and  contempt. 

"You  think/'  said  the  Yicar  of  Eishton 
at  last,  "  that  the  man  who  poisoned  your 
dogs  was  the  same  who  made  away  with  your 
sister?" 

"  I  don't  think  :  I  know." 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  hard  on  you,  Mitchell. 
But  it  seems  to  me  that  you  feel  the  latter  loss 
the  more  acutely  of  the  two." 

"It  showed,"  returned  Ned,  doggedly,  "that 
the  fellow  is  no  better  minded  now  than  he  was 
then." 

"  You  might  say  so  if  they  were  human 
beings  whose  lives  he  had  taken,"  said  the  vicar, 
continuing  his  gentle  remonstrance.  "  As  they 
were  only  dogs,  I  am  inclined  to  take  a  more 
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lenient  view;  while  admitting  that  this  un- 
known person — " 

"  No,  not  unknown,"  interpolated  Ned. 

The  vicar  went  on  without  noticing  the 
interruption. 

" — had  no  right  either  to  trespass  on  your 
premises  or  destroy  your  dogs,  allowance  must 
be  made  for  the  state  of  mind  of  a  desperate 
man,  who  believes,  rightly  or  wrongly,  that 
these  animals  will  be  used  to  discover  his 
guilt. " 

"  Well,  vicar,"  said  Ned,  who  had  been 
staring  straight  into  the  clergyman's  face  with  a 
cynical  smile,  "  I've  said  my  say ;  that's  what  I 
came  here  for.  Now  it's  done,  I'll  wish  you  and 
your  good  lady,  and  Mr.  Yernon  there,  a  very 
good-night." 

The  vicar  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Good-night.  You  will  not  be  offended 
with  me  for  saying  that  I  hope  Heaven  will 
soften  your  heart,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  in  the 
gentle,  almost  apologetic  tones  which  he  always 
used  when  touching  upon  religious  matters. 
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"  No,  I'm  not  offended,"  said  Ned,  in  a  hard, 
mocking  voice. 

"  And  will  you  come  to  our  haymaking  to- 
morrow?" Mr.  Brander  continued  in  a  lighter 
tone.  "  It  will  be  a  very  simple  sort  of  fes- 
tivity, but  it  may  serve  as  a  change  from  your 
hermit-like  solitude  and  your  gloomy  reflec- 
tions. " 

Ned  be^an  to  shake  his  head  rather  con- 
temptuously,  muttering  something  rather  surlily 
about  being  "  too  old  to  pick  buttercups." 

"  Mr.  Williams,  of  the  Towers,  will  be  here," 
went  on  the  vicar,  as  pleasantly  as  ever.  "  He 
is  exceedingly  anxious  to  make  your  acquaint- 
ance." 

The  expression  of  Ned's  face  changed. 

"  Is  that  the  Mr.  Williams  who  has  been 
bothering  so  about  repairing  the  old  church 
down  there — St.  Cuthbert's  ?  "  he  asked,  with 
affected  carelessness. 

And  the  vicar's  expression  changed  also. 

"  I  believe  he  did  talk  about  it  at  one  time  ; 
but    as    my    brother    objected    to    it,     he    had 
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to  give  up  the  idea,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice, 
glancing  at  Yernon,  who  was  talking  with  Mrs. 
Brander. 

"  Ah !  "  said  Ned,  with  a  look  down  at  his 
boots  and  a  nod.  "  Yes,  I'll  come,  vicar,  and 
thank  you  kindly  for  your  invitation,"  he  said 
more  graciously.  "  I  can't  make  hay,  but  I'll  be 
most  happy  to  stand  about  and  look  pretty,"  he 
added,  with  a  short  laugh. 

Eaising  his  hat  ceremoniously  to  Mrs. 
Brander,  whom  he  admired,  and  whose  in- 
differently concealed  dislike  therefore  irritated 
him,  Ned  Mitchell  turned  on  his  heel  without 
so  much  as  a  glance  at  Yernon,  and  made- his 
way  down  the  hill  to  his  cottage,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  Abel  Squires,  who  had  bade  "  t'  gentle- 
fowk "  a  humble  and  bashful  farewell,  and 
hastened  to  the  support  of  his  patient,  upon 
whom  the  fatigue  and  excitement  of  the  evening 
had  begun  to  tell  heavily. 

Solemnly  and  almost  in  silence,  Meredith 
Brander  and  his  wife  then  parted  from  Yernon, 
who  took  his  lonely  way  over  the  fields   in   a 
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state  of  suppressed  excitement  so  acute  that  on 
reaching  St.  Cuthhert's  Vicarage  he  was  highly 
feverish,  with  a  burning  head,  hot,  dry  hands, 
and  a  mouth  that  seemed  parched  and  withered. 
He  lay  awake  for  the  greater  part  of  the  night. 
Next  morning  his  old  housekeeper,  not  hearing 
him  rise  as  usual,  went  up  to  his  room,  and 
found  him  in  a  restless,  uneasy  sleep.  Seeing 
that  something  was  wrong  with  him,  and  decid- 
ing that  it  was  the  result  of  over- work,  Mrs. 
AVarmington  applied  a  characteristically  rough- 
and-ready  remedy.  She  ransacked  his  wardrobe, 
selecting  everything  that  was  fit  to  wear,  and 
quitted  the  room  as  softly  as  she  had  entered  it, 
leaving  pinned  to  his  pillow  the  following 
note  : — 

"I  see  you  have  had  no  sleep  and  are  unwell.  So  I 
have  taken  away  your  clothes  and  locked  the  door.  If 
you  are  ready  to  promise  to  stay  in  bed  all  the  morning, 
and  not  to  go  out  to-day,  knock  three  times,  and  I  will 
bring  up  your  breakfast." 

When  he  woke  up,  Vernon  gave  the  three 
knocks,  after  very  little  hesitation.  He  felt  so 
ill  that  he  was  glad  of  an  excuse   to  spend  an 
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idle  day — glad  too  that  in  this  way  he  could 
escape  the  ordeal  of  the  haymaking  at  his 
brother's,  and  a  meeting  with  Olivia  Denison. 
For,  haunted  as  he  was  by  the  remembrance  of 
her  gentle  touch,  of  her  softly  uttered  words  of 
sympathy  as  he  sat  beside  her  by  Mrs.  Warming- 
ton's  fireside,  he  felt  that  another  cold  look, 
another  frigid  bow,  like  those  she  had  given  him 
on  their  last  meeting,  would  be  a  torture  more 
than  he  could  bear. 

Vernon  Brander  was  far  too  ignorant  of  the 
peculiarities  of  the  feminine  character  to  know 
the  significance  of  that  coldness ;  he  thought 
that  it  meant  in  her  what  it  would  have  meant 
in  him,  a  firm  determination  that  all  sentiment 
between  them  should  be  for  ever  at  an  end. 
While,  as  every  one  knows,  if  that  had  been  the 
case  she  would  have  been  gentle,  tender,  anxious 
to  soften  the  cruel  blow  she  was  preparing  for 
him,  anxious  also  that  there  should,  after  the 
parting,  be  a  little  sentiment  left.  As  it  was, 
poor  Olivia,  on  her  side,  was  suffering  a  good 
many  torments.     While  never  allowing  herself 
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to  believe  the  worst  she  heard  against  Vernon 
Brander,  her  common  sense  was  continually 
warring  with  her  feelings,  and  calling  her  all 
sorts  of  unflattering  names  for  her  prejudice  in 
his  favour.  She  hated  and  despised  him,  she 
loved  and  respected  him,  all  in  a  breath.  She 
resolved  never  to  see  him  again,  she  determined 
to  encourage  him  in  spite  of  all  opposition,  in 
the  course  of  the  same  day.  But  the  value  of 
the  former  resolution  may  be  gauged  by  the  fact 
that  she  made  it  very  strongly  on  the  morning 
of  the  haymaking,  and  was  bitterly  disappointed 
when,  on  arriving  with  her  father  and  step- 
mother at  the  big  field  by  the  churchyard, 
where  the  tent  had  been  put  up,  she  learnt  from 
little  Kate  that  he  had  sent  word  to  say  he 
could  not  come. 

But  Olivia  was  not  to  go  without  admirers. 
Approaching  the  tent  as  she  came  out  of  it  was 
Fred  Williams,  dressed  in  a  light  grey  suit  of  a 
check  so  large  that  there  was  only  room  for  one 
square  and  a  half  across  his  narrow  little  chest, 
a  very  pale  brown  hat,  and  a  salmon-coloured 
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tie.  He  greeted  Mr.  Denison  effusively,  and 
asked  Olivia  if  he  might  get  her  a  cup  of  tea. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  she,  coldly. 

But  her  father,  surprised  and  displeased  at 
her  tone,  interfered. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  am  sure  you  would  like  a 
cup  of  tea,"  said  he.  "  Take  her  to  the  tent, 
Fred,  and  look  after  her." 

Then,  as  the  young  man,  who  looked  de- 
lighted at  her  discomfiture,  turned  to  shake 
hands  with  her  step-mother,  Mr.  Denison 
whispered  to  his  daughter,  in  as  peremptory  a 
tone  as  he  ever  used  to  her — 

"  You  mustn't  put  on  these  airs,  Olivia. 
Young  Williams  is  a  very  good  fellow,  and  has 
obliged  me  considerably,  more  than  once.  I 
insist  on  your  being  civil  to  him." 

Olivia  turned  white,  and  bit  her  lips.  A 
suspicion  of  the  truth,  that  her  father  was  under 
monetary  obligations  to  this  wretched  little 
stripling,  flashed  into  her  mind.  She  waited 
very  quietly,  but  with  a  certain  erect  carriage  of 
the  head  which  promised  ill  for  the  treatment 
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Fred  would  receive  at  her  hands.  He,  how- 
ever, was  not  the  man  to  be  scrupulous  about 
the  way  in  which  he  attained  his  ends.  He 
trotted  beside  her  to  the  tent  in  a  state  of 
great  elation. 

"Awfully  slow,  these  bun  scuffles,  ain't 
they?"  he  said,  in  his  most  insinuating  tones. 
"  I  shouldn't  have  come  at  all  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  the  chance  of  meeting — some  one  I  wanted 
to  see." 

This  was  accompanied  by  a  most  significant 
look;  but  unfortunately  Olivia,  who  was  con- 
siderably taller  than  he,  was  looking  over  his 
head  at  some  fresh  arrivals. 

"  Indeed  ! "  she  said,  absently. 

Fred  reddened  ;  that  is  to  say,  a  faint  tint, 
like  the  colour  in  his  tie,  appeared  for  a  moment 
in  his  cheeks,  and  then  left  them  as  yellow  as 
before.  He  tried  again.  She  should  look  at 
him;  it  didn't  matter  how,  but  she  should 
look. 

"  Those  country  girls  look  at  me  as  if  they'd 
never    seen    anything    like  this    get-up   before. 
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It's  the  proper  thing  down  in  the  south,  isn't 
it?" 

"  I  should  think  so  —  on  Margate  excur- 
sionists," answered  Olivia,  briefly. 

Fred  was  quite  unmoved. 

"  Now  what  would  your  father  say  if  he 
heard  you  ?  "  he  asked,  good-humouredly. 
"  You  know  he  told  you  to  be  civil.  Ho,  yes, 
I've  sharp  ears  enough — always  catch  up  any- 
thing I  want  to  hear." 

Olivia  said  nothing  to  this,  and  presently  he 
went  on,  in  a  persuasive  tone — 

"  You  know  it's  worse  than  wasting  your 
time  to  be  rude  to  me,  because  I'm  not  a  bad 
chap  to  people  I  like,  and  to  people  I  don't  like 
I  can  do  awfully  nasty  turns." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  doubt  your  power  of  making 
yourself  unpleasant,"  said  Olivia,  quietly. 

Still  Fred  Williams  only  chuckled.  They 
had  by  this  time  reached  the  tent,  and  he  gave 
her  a  chair  with  a  flourish  of  satisfaction. 

"  There,  now  you  must  look  up  to  me  to  fire 
off  your  spiteful  little  shots,  instead  of  down  at 
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me  as  if  I  were  a  worm  or  a  beetle.  It's  not 
many  men  of  my  size,  mind  you,  that  would 
walk  with  a  girl  as  tall  as  you ;  it  puts  a  fellow 
at  a  disadvantage.  And  as  your  six-footers  are 
not  too  plentiful  in  these  parts,  it  would  be  wiser 
of  you  to  make  your  peace  with  the  little  ones." 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  Olivia,  looking  up  at 
him  gravely,  "  that  I  could  get  on  very  well 
without  either  six-footers  or  four-feet-sixers." 

"  That's  a  nasty  cut.  There's  not  many  fel- 
lows would  stand  that/'  said  the  irrepressible 
one.  "  But,  there,  I  tell  you  there's  nothing  I 
wouldn't  put  up  with  from  you.  I  suppose  you 
won't  insult  my  guv'nor  if  I  introduce  him  to 
you,"  he  continued,  glancing  towards  a  corner  of 
the  tent  where  the  elder  Mr.  Williams  was  en- 
gaged in  animated  talk  with  Ned  Mitchell. 

"  Certainly  not ;  "  answered  Olivia,  "  I  am 
told  by  every  one  that  you  could  scarcely  be 
known  for  father  and  son." 

This  was  true.  Mr.  Williams,  though  he 
was  not  free  from  the  faults  of  the  parvenu, 
was  ostentatious  in  his  charities  and  respectful 
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towards  wealth,  had  a  handsome  person  and  a 
dignified  carriage,  and  was  in  every  way  his 
son's  superior.  He  had  heen  most  anxious  to 
make  Ned  Mitchell's  acquaintance,  feeling  that 
in  this  man,  who  had  begun  with  little  and  by 
his  own  exertions  had  made  it  much,  he  should 
meet  with  a  congenial  nature.  And  so  it  proved. 
Ned  having  the  same  feeling  towards  him,  they 
had  become,  at  their  first  interview,  if  not  friends, 
at  least  mutually  well-disposed  acquaintances. 

When  Fred  interrupted  their  tete-a-tete,  they 
were  deep  in  a  conversation  they  found  so  inte- 
resting that  Mr.  Williams,  in  reply  to  his  son's 
request  that  he  would  come  and  be  introduced 
to  a  lady,  waved  him  away,  saying,  u  Presently, 
my  boy,  presently." 

He  came  back,  laughing  at  his  father's 
earnestness. 

"  He  and  that  colonist  fellow  are  so  thick 
already  that  there's  no  separatin'  'em,"  he  said 
to  Olivia.  "  They're  at  it,  hammer  and  tongs, 
about  the  old  tower  down  at  St.  Cuthbert's,  and 
as  the  vicar  has  just  come  and  shoved  his  little 
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oar  in,  I  expect  they'll  be  at  it  till  breakfast 
time." 

"The  tower  of  St.  Cuthbert's  !  "  exclaimed 
Olivia,  rising  hastily  from  her  chair.  "  What 
are  they  saying  about  that  ?  " 

Fred,  who  noticed  everything,  saw  how  keen 
was  the  interest  she  showed. 

"  Yes.  You  know  my  guv'nor  was  hot  on 
building  a  new  tower  to  the  place,  and  paying 
for  the  repair  of  it.  He  likes  things  brand  new, 
does  the  guv'nor,  and  he  likes  tablets  and  para- 
graphs with  '  Ee-erected  by  the  generosity  of 
F.  S.  Williams,  Esquire,  of  the  Tower's,  on  'em. 
And  he  was  put  off  it,  I  don't  exactly  know  how. 
So  Mitchell's  working  him  up  to  it  again." 

"  Since  your  father  won't  come  to  me,  you 
shall  take  me  to  him,"  said  Olivia,  brightly, 
though  her  lips  were  quivering. 

Fred,  still  watching  her  carefully,  noticed 
this  also.  As  they  crossed  the  floor  of  the 
tent,  he  could  see  that  she  was  straining  her 
ears  to  catch  what  she  could  of  the  talk  of  the 
three  men.  For  Mr.  Meredith  Brander  had  now 
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joined  the  other  two,  and  was  taking  the  chief 
share  of  the  subject  under  discussion.  This  was 
no  longer  St.  Cuthbert's  Tower,  but  the  recent 
loss  which  the  colonist  had  sustained  by  the 
poisoning  of  his  hounds. 

"  My  own  impression,"  the  vicar  was  saying, 
in  tones  of  conviction,  "  is  that  you  must  have 
caused  their  death  yourself  during  your  sleep." 

"  How  do  you  make  that  out,  vicar  ?  "  asked 
Ned,  very  quietly. 

Since  that  outburst  of  fury  the  evening 
before,  he  had  been  very  subdued — almost 
amiable. 

"  Why,  I  cannot  conceive  any  motive  strong 
enough  to  induce  anybody  else  to  make  away 
with  them.  If  they  were  really  dangerous  to 
some  one's  secret,  poisoning  them  was  too  sus- 
picious an  act.  Besides,  my  brother — I  mean 
the  churchyard  of  St.  Cuthbert's  has  just  been 
laid  out  as  a  garden,  and  the  wall  has  been 
fringed  with  broken  glass  to  keep  out  all  un- 
authorised intruders.  Now  what  could  a  man 
kill  your  dogs  f or  ?  " 
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"  I  have  my  own  ideas  as  to  the  reason," 
said  Xed.  Then,  after  a  short  pause,  he  added, 
"  You  see,  the  poisoning  of  the  hounds  led  to 
a  delay.  Now  a  hunted  criminal  lives  by 
delays." 

"  Hunted  criminal !  "  Poor  Olivia  echoed 
these  terrible  words  below  her  breath.  The 
very  sound  of  them  blanched  her  cheeks  and 
seemed  to  check  the  beating  of  her  heart. 

It  was  again  Ned  who  spoke — 

"  Tell  me,  vicar,  what  you  mean  by  suggest- 
ing that  I  poisoned  my  hounds  in  my  sleep." 

"  Don't  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Brander,  "  how 
an  active  man  forced  into  inaction  will  brood 
over  an  idea  until  it  is  never  out  of  his  brain  ? 
I  imagine  that  you,  moved  as  you  certainly  were 
by  fears  for  the  safety  of  your  dogs  while  you 
were  ill,  got  these  fears  so  strongly  in  your  mind 
that  at  last  you  got  up  one  night,  and  with  your 
own  hands  did  what  it  was  always  in  your  mind 
that  some  one  else  would  do — laid  about  the 
poison  which  the  dogs  took  as  soon  as  they  by 
some  means  got  loose." 
G  2 
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"  Dear  me  !  Very  ingenious  theory — very 
ingenious  !  "  said  Mr.  Williams. 

"  I  don't  suppose,"  went  on  the  vicar, 
modestly,  "  that  the  idea  would  have  come  into 
my  head  if  it  had  not  been  that  in  my  own 
family  there  have  been  marvellous  instances  of 
somnambulism.  An  ancestor  of  mine,  a  very 
energetic  man  who  loved  the  sound  of  his  own 
voice,  had  been  ordered  a  rest  from  preaching 
by  his  doctor.  Well,  I  assure  you  that  after 
obeying  this  injunction  three  months,  he  got  up 
one  night,  got  the  church  keys,  let  himself  in, 
and  was  discovered  there  by  his  wife  in  the 
pulpit,  preaching  a  sermon  in  his  dressing-gown 
and  slippers  !  And  there  have  been  numberless 
other  instances  in  our  family — some  within  this 
century." 

"  Dear  me,  that  is  singular  indeed,"  said  Mr. 
Williams. 

"  A  very  high-spirited  family  yours,  vicar," 
said  Ned,  who  had  not  moved  a  muscle  during 
this  recital,  "and  the  spirit  is  sure  to  peep  out 
sooner  or  later.      You,  I  think,  though  you'll 
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excuse  my  saying  so,  are  about  the  only  one 
of  the  bunch  that  hasn't  let  it  peep  out  rather 
discreditably." 

"  Perhaps  my  sins  are  all  to  come,"  said  the 
vicar  with  a  jolly  laugh. 

And,  catching  sight  of  the  two  young  people 
who  were  waiting  for  a  hearing,  Mr.  Brander 
himself  introduced  Olivia  Denison  to  old  Mr. 
Williams,  and  left  the  group  to  join  his  other 
guests. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

NED    MITCHELl/s    PROMISE. 

The  haymaking  in  the  glebe  field  of  Rishton 
Vicarage  was  an  annual  affair,  an  institution  of 
Meredith  Brander's  own,  dating  from  the  young 
days  of  his  reign.  It  had  been  at  its  origin  a 
thoroughly  radical  institution,  a  freak  of  the 
then  very  youthful  vicar,  who  had  not  yet  quite 
dropped  all  the  wild  ideas  for  the  reconstruction 
of  society  of  his  university  days.  Rich  and 
poor,  gentle  and  simple,  an  invitation  had  been 
extended  to  all ;  the  glebe  field  was  to  be  the 
scene  of  such  an  harmonious  commingling  of  class 
and  class  as  had  not  been  dreamed  of  since  the 
dim  days  of  Feudalism.  For  a  year  or  two  both 
the  villagers  and  the  richer  class  were  repre- 
sented ;  the  former  sparsely,  it  is  true.  But 
there  was  no  commingling.  Then  the  villagers, 
not  quite  understanding  the  vicar's  idea,  began 
to  have  a  suspicion  that,  besides  being  somewhat 
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bored  and  bewildered  by  the  entertainment 
and  the  necessity  for  putting  on  "company 
manners,"  they  were  being  laughed  at ;  and 
thenceforth  they  stayed  away  altogether.  So 
that  the  annual  haymaking  had  now  become 
what  Mr.  Brander  called  "  a  mere  commonplace 
omnium  gather umy  where  the  lowest  class  repre- 
sented was  that  of  the  well-to-do  farmers,  whose 
wives  and  daughters  having  replaced  the  straight- 
forward rusticity  of  balf  a  century  ago  for  a 
veneer  of  fashion  and  refinement,  were  tiresome 
guests,  captious,  self-assertive,  and  intolerable. 

Among  the  most  prominent  members  of 
this  last  class  were  the  two  daughters  of  John 
Oldshaw.  Despising  their  shy,  good-hearted 
brother  Mat  as  much  as  they  did  their  coarse- 
mannered  father,  tbey  prattled  of  Gilbert  and 
Sullivan's  last  opera,  of  the  newest  shape  of 
sunshade,  of  the  most  recently  published  novel, 
uneasily  anxious  to  show  that  they  were  abreast 
of  the  times.  They  hated  Olivia  Denison  for 
her  easy  superiority ;  and  while  indignant  with 
their  brother  for  admiring  her,  they  were   still 
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more  indignant  at  the  knowledge  that  he  was 
too  much  her  inferior  for  her  to  treat  him  with 
anything  but  kindness. 

Olivia,  who  was  always  so  scrupulously 
courteous  to  these  young  ladies,  shook  hands 
with  them  as  she  left  the  tent  with  her  per- 
sistent admirer,  Fred  Williams,  who,  with  little 
attempt  at  concealment,  tried  to  draw  her  away 
from  the  farmer's  daughters. 

"How  charming  Mrs.  Brander  is  looking 
to-day  !  "  said  the  elder,  in  the  loud,  unpleasant 
voice  which  shivered  in  a  moment  all  her  pre- 
tensions to  refinement.  "  She  reminds  me 
more  of  Lady  Grisdale  every  time  I  see 
her." 

Lady  Grisdale  was  a  fashionable  beauty, 
whose  photograph,  together  with  those  of  the 
Guernsey  Eose  and  Mrs.  Carnaby  East,  adorned 
Miss  Oldshaw's  drawing-room  mantelpiece  in  a 
plush  frame. 

"  Yes,"  assented  Olivia,  "  she  is  like  the 
portraits  of  Lady  Grisdale.  How  is  your 
brother  ?  Isn't  he  coming  here  to-day  ?  " 
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The  Misses  Oldshaw  disliked  any  allusion  to 
their  brother,  who,  they  considered,  did  them 
little  credit.  And  to  hear  him  mentioned  by 
Olivia  Denison  was  especially  galling.  It 
seemed  to  them  to  signify  what  indeed  was  the 
truth,  that  she  ranked  Mat,  with  his  rough 
speech  and  shy,  awkward  ways,  above  themselves, 
with  all  their  pretensions.  Miss  Oldshaw 
therefore  answered  with  a  shrill  tartness  which 
surprised  Olivia,  who  had  certainly  no  wish  to 
offend  her — 

"  Oh,  he's  not  coming  here.  His  tastes 
don't  lie  in  the  direction  of  either  nice  people  or 
nice  amusements." 

"  Indeed  !  I  should  have  thought  they  would, 
when  he's  so  nice  himself." 

"  Oh,  of  course  niceness  is  a  matter  of  taste," 
said  Miss  Oldshaw,  with  an  affected  laugh. 
"Perhaps  you  would  consider  the  person  he  has 
gone  to  see  nice." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Olivia,  coolly. 

"  Dear  me,"  interrupted  the  second  sister, 
with  a  perceptible  sneer ;  "  you  forget  that  Mr. 
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Vernon    Brander    may    be    a    friend   of    Miss 
Denison's." 

"If  it  is  Mr.  Vernon  Brander  whom  Mat 
has  gone  to  see,  I  don't  think  he  has  chosen  his 
pleasure  badly.  At  least  he  is  in  pleasanter 
society  than  we  all  have  the  fortune  to  meet 
here." 

And  Olivia,  who  had  remained  very  quiet 
during  this  disagreeable  colloquy,  turned  away, 
while  her  companion  burst  into  a  loud  fit  of 
laughter,  and  glancing  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
sisters,  remarked  in  a  voice  which  they  were  in- 
tended to  hear — 

"  Why  does  Mrs.  Brander  invite  those 
people  ?  Everybody  knows  they  were  both 
sweet  on  Parson  Longface  until  they  found  it 
was  no  go." 

Olivia  made  no  answer  to  this  graceful 
remark.  She  was  standing  close  to  the  hedge 
which  bounded  the  field  on  the  side  nearest  to 
the  village.  The  trees  grew  thickly  outside,  and 
even  at  five  o'clock  the  sun  was  strong  enough 
to  make  the  shelter  of  the  overhanging  branches 
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welcome.  The  devoted  Fred  had  put  into  her 
hands  a  very  fanciful  little  hayrake ;  but  instead 
of  amusing  herself  by  turning  over  the  sweet- 
scented  hay  which  strewed  the  field  all  round 
her,  she  only  drew  the  rake  listlessly  along  the 
ground  with  an  air  of  being  a  thousand  miles 
away. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  bore  you,"  said  Fred  at  last, 
in  an  offended  tone,  finding  that  all  his  con- 
versational efforts  failed  to  wake  the  least 
sparkle  of  interest  in  her  eyes  ;  "I  should  have 
thought  this  sort  of  thing  would  have  been 
just  what  you  would  like  :  wants  such  a  lot  of 
energy,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you 
know." 

"Yes,"  answered  Olivia,  dream  ingly ;  "it 
wants  too  much  energy  to  be  wasted  on  play, 
when  one  has  serious  things  to  think  about." 

"  Serious  things  !  "  echoed  Fred,  pricking  up 
his  ears,  and  rushing  at  this  opening.  "Yes, 
I've  got  a  lot  of  serious  things  to  think  about 
too — one  thing  jolly  serious.  I  say,"  he  went 
on,  getting  rather  nervous,  "  I'm  glad  you  take 
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tilings  seriously;  I  like  a  girl  who  can  be 
serious. " 

"  Do  you  ?  "  asked  she,  rather  absently.  "  I 
should  have  thought  you  liked  a  girl  who  could 
be  lively." 

"  Well,  yes  ;  I  like  'em  both.  I  mean,  I 
like  one  who  can  be  both — or,  or — " 

"  Both  who  can  be  one,  perhaps,"  suggested 
Olivia,  laughing. 

She  had  had  to  stave  off  proposals  before 
from  men  whom  she  was  anxious  to  save  from 
unnecessary  pain.  But  with  this  grotesque 
little  caricature  of  an  admirer  she  felt  no  senti- 
ment deeper  than  a  hope  that  he  would  not  be 
silly.  Insignificant  as  he  seemed  to  her,  how- 
ever, she  made  a  great  mistake  in  despising  him, 
and  in  forgetting  that  a  small,  mean  nature  is 
very  much  more  dangerous  than  a  nobler  one. 
So  that  while  she  was  innocently  trying  to  avoid 
the  annoyance  of  his  love-making  with  light 
words  and  laughter,  he  was  growing  every 
moment  more  doggedly  bent  on  doing  her  the 
honour     of     making    known    his     admiration, 
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Although  the  possibility  of  a  refusal  had  not 
occurred  to  him,  he  felt  nervous,  as  he  would 
have  felt  with  no  other  woman. 

"  I  say,  now,  be  serious  a  moment,  can't 
you  ?  Or  I  shall  think  I  paid  you  too  great  a 
compliment  just  now." 

"  As  I  am  not  used  to  compliments,  perhaps 
it  got  into  my  head." 

"  Oh,  of  course  I  know  you  have  had  plenty 
of  fools  dangling  about  you  and  saying  a  lot  of 
things  they  don't  mean — " 

"  So  that  one  more  or  less  hardly  counts," 
suggested -Olivia,  laughing. 

He  would  not  be  angry  even  then.  He 
thought  if  he  affected  to  drop  the  subject  he 
should  soon  bring  her  to  reason  ;  so  he  said, 
"  Oh,  well,  of  course,  if  that's  your  way  of 
looking  at  it,  there's  no  more  to  be  said." 

But  she  took  him  at  his  word,  and,  with  just 
a  nod  of  assent  to  his  last  remark,  ran  to  the 
hedge,  with  a  cry,  "  There's  Mat ! "  as  she 
caught  sight  of  Farmer  Oldshaw's  son  standing 
under  the  trees. 
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Fred  Williams  looked  after  her  with  an  ugly 
expression  on  his  little  yellow  face. 

"  Fancy  my  not  being  common  enough  for 
her,  by  Jove  ! "  was  his  modest  reflection  as  he 
saw  her  shake  hands  heartily  with  the  young 
man. 

Olivia,  with  a  woman's  quick  perception,  had 
known  at  once  that  Mat  had  something  of  im- 
portance to  tell  her. 

"  What  is  it,  Mat  ?  "  she  asked,  anxiously, 
as  they  shook  hands. 

"  Mester  Yernon  :  he's  very  bad  wi'  t'  fever," 
said  he,  in  a  low  voice.  "Ah  allers  weaite  at 
corner  o'  t'  long  meadow  o'  Thursday,  an'  walk 
wi'  him  as  far  as  Lower  Copse,  where  he  goes 
to  's  meeting.  An'  to-deay  he  didn't  coom,  so 
Ah  knew  summat  wur  wrong,  an'  Ah  went 
to  's  home,  an'  Ah  saw  him.  An'  Ah  thowt 
Ah'd  let  ye  knaw,  Miss  Olivia,  so  Ah  coom  here 
to  tell  ye." 

Olivia  had  very  little  shyness  with  Mat ;  he 
knew  her  secret,  and  he,  too,  loved  Yernon 
Brander  most  loyally.     She  thanked  him  in  very 
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few  words,  but  with  a  look  of  gratitude  in  her 
eyes  which  stirred  in  the  young  man  feelings  of 
pain  and  pleasure  she  never  guessed  at. 

"  I  shall  manage  to  get  away  in  a  few 
minutes,"  she  said. 

"  If  you're  goin'  to  see  Mester  Yernon,  you'll 
let  me  see  ye  seafe  across  t'  fields  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  shall  be  very  glad  if  you  will." 

With  the  rapidity  of  a  butterfly,  in  order  to 
avoid  the  unlucky  Fred  Williams,  Olivia  sped 
across  the  scattered  hay  to  the  tent  where  she 
had  left  Ned  Mitchell  and  Mr.  Williams  the 
elder.  They  were  conversing  as  earnestly  as 
ever,  and  certain  words  which  fell  upon  the  girl's 
ears  as  she  stood  waiting  for  a  chance  of  catching 
Ned's  attention  showed  that  they  were  still  on 
the  old  subject. 

"  You  will  scarcely  believe  me,  Mr.  Mitchell, 
when  I  assure  you  that  nothing  but  the  dis- 
suasions of  Mr.  Meredith  Brander  and  his 
brother  have  prevented  my  doing  it  long  be- 
fore. However,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  not 
to  put  up  with  this  sort  of  thing  any  longer.     I 
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have  no  doubt  their  motives  were  good — per- 
fectly good.  But  they  are  certainly  mistaken 
in  letting  a  private  fad  for  antiquities  interfere 
with  the  comfort  of  the  parishioners. " 

"  And  they  won't  find  on  every  bush  a 
parishioner  rich  enough  and  generous  enough  to 
rebuild  a  church  at  his  own  expense,"  added  Ned. 

"  Oh,  well,  perhaps  not,"  allowed  Mr. 
Williams,  modestly.  "Anyhow,  I'll  get  Lord 
Stannington's  permission  at  once,  and  the  new 
St.  Cuthbert's  tower  shall  be  an  object  of  ad- 
miration in  the  neighbourhood  before  the  winter 
comes." 

Ned  Mitchell  was  satisfied;  he  had  sowed 
the  seed  well.  Having  now  leisure  to  look 
round  him,  he  perceived  that  Olivia,  standing 
by  herself,  with  her  eyes  fixed  earnestly  upon 
him,  was  waiting  for  speech  with  him.  With 
her  feminine  grace,  her  high  spirit  and  her 
devotion,  she  was  a  girl  after  his  own  heart; 
what  little  of  amiability  there  was  in  his  cha- 
racter always  appeared  in  his  face  and  manner 
when  he  addressed  her. 


ned  Mitchell's  promise.  97 

"Oh,  Mr.  Mitchell/'  she  said,  in  a  low, 
pleading  voice,  as  he  nodded  to  Mr.  Williams 
and  walked  out  of  the  tent  with  her,  "  I  want  to 
ask  you  not  to  be  hard." 

"  Too  late — too  late  by  fifteen  years,  Miss 
Denison,"  said  he,  not  harshly,  however.  "  But 
what  particular  proof  of  hardness  have  I  given 
you  just  now?  " 

"You  know,"  said  she,  tremulously;  "the 
new  tower — St.  Cuthbert's  tower — — " 

Ned  Mitchell  stopped  short,  and  made  her 
turn  face  to  face  with  him. 

"  It  seems  to  me,  young  lady,"  said  he,  "  that 
you  haven't  much  faith  in  your  lover." 

"  Mr.  Yernon  Brander  is  not  my  lover,"  said 
she,  blushing. 

"  Not  to  the  extent  of  having  asked  you  to 
name  the  happy  day,  perhaps.  But  whether 
you  confess  it  or  not,  I  know  that  if  Yernon 
Brander  were  free  to  many,  he  might  have  you 
for  the  asking." 

"Well,  yes,  he  might,"  said  poor  Olivia, 
raising  her  head  proudly  one  moment,  and  the 
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next  letting  it  fall  in  confusion  and  shame. 
"  And  I  confess  I  don't  feel  sure  whether  he  has 
done  this  dreadful  thing  or  not;  and — and  that 
it  wouldn't  make  any  difference  if  he  had.  And 
it's  because  I  don't  feel  sure  that  I'm  come  to 
beg  you  not  to  have  St.  Cuthbert's  tower 
touched.  And  I've  just  heard  that  he's  ill,  and 
I'm  very  miserable  about  it.  There,  there — now 
I  think  I've  humiliated  myself  enough  to 
you." 

They  were  in  the  open  field,  with  young 
men  and  maidens  on  either  side  making  more  or 
less  shallow  pretences  at  haymaking.  Olivia 
could  not  indulge  the  inclination  that  prompted 
her  to  burst  into  a  rage  of  passionate  tears.  But 
she  was  almost  blinded  by  the  effort  to  keep 
them  back ;  and  Ned  Mitchell  had  to  guide  her 
steps  between  the  haycocks,  which  he  did  gently 
enough. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  which  could 
only  express  feeling  by  jerks ;  "I  don't  want  to 
hurt  you.  There's  nobody  I  wouldn't  sooner 
hurt,  I  think.     You're  a  brave  girl.     I  like  you. 
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I  approve  of  you.  Hold  your  tongue,  and  I'll 
promise  you  something." 

The  last  admonition  was  unnecessary ;  she 
was  quiet  enough. 

"  I  give  you  my  word.  Now,  mind,  you're 
not  to  shout  out.''  She  shook  her  head.  "  I 
give  you  my  word  no  harm  shall  come  to — some- 
body." 

"Mr.  Vernon  Brander?"  she  asked,  in  a 
whisper. 

"Yes." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Mitchell,  you  are  good,  then,  after 
all !  "  she  said,  with  naive  earnestness  and  grati- 
tude. 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that.  But  I  do  keep 
my  word.     He's  ill,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Mat  Oldshaw  has  just  told  me  that  he  is 
in  a  fever." 

"  And  you  are  going  to  see  him  ?  What 
would  your  father  say  ?  " 

"  I  can't  help  it.  I  must — I  must.  He  has 
no  friends  to  visit  him." 

"  Oh,  yes,  he  has.  Mark  my  words  :  as  soon 
H  2 
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as  she  bears  of  it,  his  sister-in-law  will  fly  to 
his  side." 

Olivia  seemed  to  shrink  into  herself  with  a 
shiver  at  these  words.  Her  warm-hearted  out- 
burst of  grateful  confidence  was  over. 

"  What  do  you  mean  to  imply  ?  "  she  asked, 
coldly. 

"Nothing — nothing  but  just  what  I  say. 
You  may  tell  Vernon  that  I  am  coming  this 
evening  to  look  after  him.  Here  you  are.  You 
can  slip  through  this  gate  and  be  off  under  the 
trees  and  down  through  the  village.  And  I'll 
make  up  a  story  for  your  step-mother." 

He  opened  the  gate  for  her,  and  let  her 
through.  Olivia  scarcely  dared  to  believe  that 
he  would  keep  his  promise  of  doing  no  harm  to 
Vernon ;  still,  his  kindness  to  herself  was  en- 
couraging, and,  in  spite  of  doubts  and  fears, 
pangs  of  jealousy  of  Mrs.  Meredith,  self-reproach 
for  acting  against  her  father's  wishes,  Olivia  felt 
lighter  hearted  since  Ned  Mitchell's  promise, 
and  congratulated  herself,  as  she  approached  St. 
Cuthbert's    Vicarage,    and    bade    good-bye    to 
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faithful  Mat,  that  she  was  the  bearer  of  good 
news. 

Her  heart  beat  fast  as  she  went  up  the  stone 
pathway  of  the  barren  enclosure  before  the  house. 
In  answer  to  her  knock,  Mrs.  Warmington 
opened  the  door,  and  uttered  a  short  exclamation, 
whether  of  surprise,  joy,  or  astonishment,  the 
visitor  could  not  tell. 

"  So  that's  the  answer  to  the  conundrum  !  " 
was  her  rather  bewildering  greeting. 

"  Is  Mr.  Yernon  Brander  at  home  ?  "  asked 
Olivia,  with  some  dignity. 

But  Mrs.  Warmington  would  have  none  of  it. 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  know  he  is,"  she  answered, 
impatiently.  "  And,  what's  more,  you  know 
he's  ill.  And  he  knows  you  are  coming,  and 
of  course  that's  the  reason  why  he  wouldn't  go 
back  to  bed,  when  he  knows  as  well  as  I  do  that 
bed's  the  place  where  he  ought  to  be." 

"  If  he  does  expect  me,  it's  only  guess- 
work," said  Olivia,  more  softly.  "  For  I've 
sent  him  no  message,  and  he  has  sent  me 
none." 
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"  Oh,  the  air  carries  messages  between  some 
people,"  said  Mrs.  Warmington,  impatiently. 

"  Who  is  that?"  asked  Vernon  Brander's 
voice  from  the  front  room. 

"  It  is  I,  Mr.  Brander,"  answered  Olivia,  in 
a  very  meek,  small  voice. 

She  opened  the  door  and  entered,  shyly,  with 
a  prim  little  speech  upon  her  lips,  something 
about  "  so  many  inquiries  having  been  made 
for  him  that  she  had  offered  to  come  and  learn 
how  he  was."  But  she  only  got  out  a  few 
words  and  stopped.  He  was  still  standing  by 
the  door,  and  she  had  not  yet  looked  at  him. 
When  she  modestly  raised  her  eyes,  she  read 
in  his  face  such  feelings  as  put  her  pretty  plati- 
tudes to  flight. 

"Oh  ! "  she  said,  softly,  and  clasped  her 
hands,  while  her  lips  quivered  and  her  eyes 
filled.  But  she  instantly  recovered  herself  and 
became  very  stately  and  stiff. 

"  Come  and  sit  down,"  said  he ;  and,  closing 
the  door,  he  took  her  hands  in  both  his,  and  led 
her  to  a  battered  arm-chair,  which  stood  beside 
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the  worn  old  sofa  from  which  he  had  just 
risen. 

Olivia  allowed  herself  to  be  led  to  the  chair, 
on  which  she  sat  down  with  some  constraint. 
Mr.  Brander  took  an  ordinary  cane-seated  chair 
at  the  other  side  of  the  table.  There  was  a 
silence  of  some  moments.     Then  the  girl  spoke. 

"  I  am  glad  you  were  not  at  the  haymaking 
this  afternoon,  Mr.  Brander.  The  sun  was  so 
hot,  even  up  to  the  time  I  left,  that  it  was 
quite  as  much  as  we  could  do  to  breathe,  with- 
out the  fatigue  of  making  hay." 

She  did  not  look  at  him  while  she  spoke ; 
but  as  he  only  said  "  Yes "  in  a  very  faint 
voice,  she  slowly  turned  her  head  and  saw  that 
he  was  swaying  on  the  table,  ashy  white  and 
breathing  heavily.  All  her  shyness  and  con- 
straint broke  down  in  a  second.  She  started  up, 
and  running  lightly  round  the  table,  put  a 
strong,  supporting  arm  around  him. 

"  Come  to  the  sofa,"  she  said,  gently.  "  You 
are  not  well  enough  to  sit  up." 

For   answer   he    laid  his    head  against   her 
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shoulder,  and  looked  rapturously  into  her  beau- 
tiful face. 

"  I  don't  feel  ill,"  was  all  he  dared  to 
say. 

Olivia  blushed,  but  did  not  withdraw  her 
arm. 

"  That  is  all  nonsense,"  she  said,  impe- 
riously. "  You  are  ill,  and  I  believe  you  want  a 
doctor,  and  I  mean  to  fetch  one.  I'm  turning 
nurse  to  the  parish,"  she  went  on,  merrily ; 
"  you  know  it  was  I  who  got  the  doctor  for  Mr. 
Mitchell." 

Vernon's  face  clouded. 

"  Yes  ;  I  know,"  said  he. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Brander,"  continued  Olivia,  be- 
ginning to  stammer  and  hesitate.  "  I — I  have 
something  to  tell  you  about  Mr.  Mitchell : 
something  he  said — to  me,  this  afternoon." 

"  Well,  what  was  it  ?  " 

"  They  were  talking — he  and  old  Mr.  "Wil- 
liams— this  afternoon,  about  the  restoration  of — 
of " 

"  Of  St.  Cuthbert's  tower  ?  " 
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"  Yes.  Mr.  Mitchell  was  persuading  him  to 
build  a  new  tower " 

"  Persuading  him  !  Clever  old  fox  !  There's 
a  proverb  aboat  cheating  the  devil,  but  I  think 
it  would  be  stronger  to  talk  of  cheating  Ned 
Mitchell." 

Olivia  was  surprised  by  the  Coolness  with 
which  he  said  this.  However,  she  hastened  to 
add— 

"  But  I  don't  think  it  will  be  rebuilt  after 
all." 

It  seemed  to  her  that  something  very  like  a 
shade  of  disappointment  crossed  his  face  at  these 
words. 

"  How  is  that  ?  "  was  all  he  said. 

"  I  spoke  to  Mr.  Mitchell  afterwards,  and  he 
promised  me  never  to  do  anything  to  harm  you," 
said  Olivia,  in  a  gentle  earnest  voice,  quite  ignor- 
ing, in  the  excitement  of  this  announcement, 
how  much  of  her  own  feelings  she  was  betraying. 

"  Then  you  think,"  said  he,  very  quietly, 
"  that  the  building  of  a  new  tower  at  St. 
Cuthbert's  would  do  me  harm  ?  " 
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"  I — I  thouglit,"  said  Olivia,  much  confused, 
"  from  what  T  had  heard,  that  you  did  not  wish 
it  to  be  rebuilt." 

"And  I  suppose  you  must  have  some  idea 
why?" 

"  No,"  answered  Olivia,  quickly. 

"  Quite  sure  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  have  heard  what  people  say." 

"  If  I  were  a  wholly  innocent  man,  how 
could  any  discoveries  which  might  be  made  hurt 
me?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  should  have  thought 
perhaps  they  might." 

"  I  can  see  that  your  mind  is  not  free  from 
doubts  ?  " 

No  answer.  He  was  leaning  against  her, 
and  speaking  with  difficulty. 

"  And  yet  you  love  me  all  the  same  ?  " 

The  question  burst  from  his  lips  in  a  low, 
husky,  passionate  whisper,  while  his  eyes  sought 
hers,  and  his  hand  trembled  at  the  contact  with 
her  fingers.  Tor  answer  she  flung  her  right  arm 
round  his   neck,  and  pressed  her  lips  tenderly, 
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fervently  on  his  pale  forehead.  He  shivered  in 
her  arms  as  if  seized  by  a  strong  convulsion  of 
feeling;  then,  by  a  feverish  effort  tearing  him- 
self from  her  embrace,  he  leaned  against  the 
mantelpiece  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands, 
murmuring,  in  a  hoarse  and  broken  voice — 

"  God  bless  you  !    And  God  forgive  me  !  " 

Olivia's  whole  heart  went  out  to  him  in  the 
deep  distress  from  which  he  was  evidently  suf- 
fering. She  rose,  and  coming  to  within  a  few 
paces  of  where  he  stood,  said,  most  winningly — 

"  Come  and  lie  down  on  the  sofa.  I  will 
read  to  you,  sing  to  you,  do  anything  you 
would  like  done ;  but  you  must  not  stand ;  you 
are  not  well  enough." 

He  held  out  his  hand  to  her  with  a  smile 
that  made- his  haggard  face  for  a  moment  hand- 
some. 

"  I  will  do  whatever  you  wish,"  he  said,  "  if 
you  will  in  return  do  something  I  am  going  to 
command." 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  she  asked  with  a  smile. 

"  Go   back   home   at   once.      You   are  here 
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against  your  father's  wishes,  and  I  am  bound  in 
honour  to  forbid  your  presence  here." 

He  had  already  withdrawn  his  hand  from 
hers  j  he  dared  not  trust  it  to  remain  there. 
There  was  a  yearning  in  his  eyes  which  stirred 
all  the  pity,  all  the  tenderness,  in  her  nature  for 
this  outcast  from  love  and  home  and  happiness. 
She  tried  to  take  his  pathetic  command  with  a 
laugh,  as  he  had  tried  to  give  it.  But  she 
failed,  as  he  had  done.  And  so  they  stood,  with 
only  a  yard  of  faded  and  worn  old  carpet  be- 
tween them,  reading  in  each  other's  eyes  the 
longing,  she  to  comfort  and  he  to  caress,  while 
the  sunset  faded  slowly  outside,  and  the  old 
clock  ticked,  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  faint  sounds 
of  the  clattering  of  cups  and  spoons  came  from 
the  kitchen. 

"  There  is  some  one  at  the  gate,"  said  he  at 
last.  And  he  crossed  to  the  window  and  looked 
out:  "  Ned  Mitchell !  " 

Olivia  started.  She  was  glad  Ned  had  come 
while  she  was  there,  being  anxious  to  note  how 
he  met  Yernon. 
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"  Come  straight  in,"  called  out  Vernon  from 
the  window. 

And  Ned  came  in,  with  his  ponderous  walk 
and  keen  glance.  He  nodded  to  Olivia,  and 
walking  straight  up  to  Vernon,  examined  him 
attentively. 

"So  you're  on  the  sick  list,  I  hear,"  he  said, 
not  unkindly.  "By  the  look  of  you  I  should  say 
you'll  be  on  the  burial  list  soon  if  you  don't  take 
care  of  yourself." 

Olivia  uttered  a  low  cry  of  horror. 

"  You  want  a  wife  to  look  after  you.  Some 
men  can  get  on  best  without  a  woman;  I'm  one: 
that's  why  I'm  married.  Some  can't  get  on 
without  one;  you're  one  of  that  sort :  that's  why 
you're  a  bachelor.  One  of  the  dodges  of  Provi- 
dence to  keep  us  from  growing  too  fond  of  this 
precious  world,  I  suppose." 

"  Well,  as  I  choose  to  mortify  the  flesh  by 
remaining  a  bachelor,  it's  unkind  of  you  to 
throw  my  misfortune  in  my  face,  isn't  it  ?  "  said 
Vernon,  not  succeeding  very  well  in  the  effort  to 
speak  in  his  usual  manner. 
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"  Sit  down,  man,"  said  Ned,  peremptorily. 
"  You  ought  to  be  in  bed.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  you  knock  off  your  work,  who's  to  do  it  for 
you?" 

"Nobody;  there  is  nobody;  therefore  I  must 
not  knock  off,"  said  Yernon,  feverishly. 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  must.  Health's  everything," 
said  Ned,  with  his  small,  sharp  eyes  fixed  on  the 
floor.  "  Now  I've  a  proposal  to  make  to  you. 
There's  not  much  of  a  parson's  work  a  rough 
man  like  me  can  do,  but  there's  some,  taking 
messages  and  seeing  people  and  things  like  that. 
Now  it's  precious  dull  up  at  my  hole  of  a 
cottage.  So  I'm  coming  to  stay  a  day  or  two 
with  you,  and  your  old  woman  can  put  me  up 
in  the  little  room  that's  next  to  your  bedroom. 
It's  all  settled,  you  understand,"  he  added,  lift- 
ing his  hand  and  raising  his  voice  peremptorily 
at  the  same  time. 

"  It's  awfully  good  of  you,"  said  Yernon, 
though  his  tone  betrayed  more  curiosity  than 
gratitude.  "  But,  at  any  rate,  if  you  choose  to 
stay  here,  you  shall  have  the  best  bedroom  we 
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can  offer  you.  The  little  box  next  to  mine  is 
filled  with  nothing  but  lumber." 

"  That's  the  room  I  mean  to  have,  though," 
said  Ned,  stubbornly.  "  I'm  of  a  romantic  and 
melancholy  disposition,  and  I  like  the  view.  It 
looks  out  into  the  churchyard." 

The  curiosity  died  out  suddenly  from 
Vernon's  face. 

"And  if  I  am  compelled  to  assure  you 
that  it  is  impossible  that  room  should  be 
used?" 

"  Then  I  shall  have  to  come  and  encamp  in 
the  neighbourhood  :  that's  all." 

The  men  looked  straight  at  each  other,  and 
Vernon  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  You  can  come  if  you  like,"  said  he,  in- 
differently. 

Olivia,  who  had  listened  with  much  interest 
to  this  discussion,  now  came  forward  to  bid 
Vernon  good-bye.  Ned,  with  ostentatious  dis- 
creetness, tramped  heavily  to  the  window,  and 
looked  out.  But  he  might  have  spared  himself 
the  trouble ;  for  before  he  got  there  the  ceremony 


112  ST.    CUTHBERT  S   TOWER. 

of  farewell  was  over.  Olivia  had  put  her  hand 
in  Vernon's,  and  they  had  given  a  brief  look 
each  into  the  face  of  the  other.  Ned,  as  he 
stared  into  the  bare  enclosure  outside,  suddenly 
felt  a  light  touch  on  his  arm. 

"Good-bye,  Mr.  Mitchell,"  said  Olivia. 
"  Don't  forget- — your  promise." 

"  I  never  forget  anything,"  said  Ned, 
drily. 

The  next  minute  she  was  hurrying  up  the 
lane,  with  the  eyes  of  both  men  fixed  upon  her 
retreating  figure. 

"  That's  a  good  sort,"  said  Ned,  approvingly. 

To  this  Vernon  Brander  assented  very 
shortly. 

Olivia  had  forbidden  Mat  to  wait  for  her, 
but  she  was  not  to  go  home  unescorted.  At  the 
top  of  the  hill,  where  the  lane  joined  the  high 
road,  she  found  the  irrepressible  Fred  Williams 
sitting  on  a  bank,  making  passes  at  a  white 
butterfly  with  his  walking  stick.  Olivia  uttered 
an  "  Oh  !  "  full  of  impatience  and  disgust.  Fred 
got  up,  grinning  at  her  in  obtuse  admiration. 
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"I  knew  where  you'd  gone,"  he  said,  nodding 
with  a  knowing  air.  "So  I  came  to  see  you 
home." 

He  was  still  rather  nervous,  which  was  per- 
haps the  reason  why  he  failed  to  perceive  the 
full  extent  of  her  annoyance  at  this  second 
meeting.  He  had,  besides,  primed  himself 
for  a  speech,  and  that  speech  he  meant  to 
make. 

"  We  were  interrupted  just  now  in  the  hay- 
field,"  he  began — "just  when  I  was  on  the 
point  of — " 

"  Oh,  never  mind  now,"  broke  in  Olivia, 
impatiently,  "  I  have  something  to  think 
about." 

"  Well,  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you  don't 
require  thinking  about ;  I  want  you  to  marry 
me.     Yes  or  no." 

"  No  !  "  said  Olivia,  promptly. 

"Of  course  I  knew  you'd  say  that  first  go 
off.     But  let  me  reason  with  you  a  little.     You 
must  get  married  some  time.     You  like  another 
fellow  better  than  me — " 
I 
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"  I  do — a  good  many  other  fellows  !  " 

"Well,  but  one  in  particular.  Now  you 
can't  have  him,  and  you  can  have  me.  And  if 
you  do  have  me,  you  can  do  a  good  turn  to  the 
other  fellow." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  the  girl,  turn- 
ing white  at  the  young  man's  tone. 

"  If  you'll  promise  to  marry  me — seriously, 
mind  —  I'll  persuade  my  father  not  to 
build  the  new  tower  to  St.  Cuthbert's. 
Nobody  but  me  can  stop  him.  That  chap 
Mitchell  is  egging  him  on  to  it  with  all  his 
might." 

"He's  changed  his  mind,"  said  Olivia, 
quietly. 

"  Oh,  has  he  ?  Since  when,  I  should  like  to 
know?  He  met  me  sitting  here  five  minutes 
ago,  on  his  way  down  to  St.  Cuthbert's, 
where  you've  just  come  from"  (with  another 
knowing  nod),  "  and  he  gave  me  this  note 
for  my  father.  I  opened  it.  Won't  you  read 
it?  All  right,  but  you  shall  hear  what  it 
says." 
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Fred  was  holding  a  part  of  an  old  envelope, 
which  had  been  scribbled  on  in  pencil,  and 
folded.     He  read  it  aloud  : — 

"  Dear  Mr.  Williams, — Hurry  on  the  re-building  of 
St.  Cuthbert's  Tower  as  fast  as  you  can.  I  hear  there  is  a 
proposal  afloat  to  be  beforehand  with  you,  and  to  deprive 
you  of  all  the  credit  of  the  thing  by  getting  it  up  by  sub- 
scription.— Yours,  E.  Mitchell." 

Poor  Olivia  was  aghast  at  Ned's  breach  of 
faith,  but  she  affected  unconcern. 

"  I  don't  see  how  the  building  of  St.  Cuth- 
bert's tower  can  affect  either  me  or  Mr.  Vernon 
Brander." 

"  Nor  do  I.  But  I  can  see  it  does.  Any- 
how, I'll  give  you  till  to-morrow  morning  to 
consider  the  thing,  and  I'll  meet  you  in  the 
poultry  run  when  you  feed  the  chickens — if  I 
can  get  up  early  enough.  And  as  I  see  you 
want  to  think  over  it  by  yourself,  I'll  take  my- 
self off  for  the  present.  Grood-evening,  Miss 
Denison." 

He  sauntered  away  in  the  opposite  direc- 
tion to  Rishton,  his  mischievous  good  humour 
/  2 
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perfectly  undisturbed ;  while  Olivia,  more  con- 
cerned for  Mr.  Vernon  Brander  than  ever, 
hurried  home,  and  sneaked  up  to  her  room  to 
consider  the  new  position  of  affairs,  and  to  write 
a  pleading  note  to  Ned  Mitchell. 


CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

A     MIDNIGHT    VISITOR. 

Olivia  Denison's  thoughts,  on  the  morning 
after  the  haymaking,  were  entirely  occupied 
with  Yernon  Brander,  his  illness,  the  possibility 
of  his  innocence,  and  the  chances  of  his  escape 
if  guilty ;  so  that  when,  on  entering  the  poultry- 
yard  with  her  basket  on  her  arm,  she  found 
Fred  Williams  .  amusing  himself  by  setting 
two  cocks  to  fight  each  other,  she  uttered  a 
cry  of  unmistakable  annoyance  and  astonish- 
ment. 

"  You  look  as  if  you  hadn't  expected  to 
see  me,  and  as  if,  by  Jove,  you  hadn't  wanted 
to  !  "  said  he,  frankly.  As  she  made  no  answer, 
but  only  raised  her  eyebrows,  he  went  on — 
"  Don't  you  remember  I  said  I  should  be  here 
this  morning  ?  " 

"  I  had  forgotten  it,  or  only  remembered  it 
as  a  kind  of  nightmare." 
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"Do  you  mean  me  to  take  your  rudeness 
seriously  ?  "  asked  Fred,  after  a  pause,  in  which 
he  had  at  last  struggled  with  the  amazing  fact 
that  he  had  met  a  girl  to  whom  his  admiration, 
and  all  the  glorious  possibilities  it  conveyed, 
meant  absolutely  nothing. 

"  As  seriously  as  I  have  always  taken 
yours." 

Fred  was  silent  again  for  some  moments, 
during  which  Olivia  went  on  throwing  handfuls 
of  grain  to  the  chickens,  and  calling  softly 
"  Coop-coop-coop-coop  ! "  in  a  most  persuasive 
and  unconcerned  manner. 

"  And  you  really  mean  that  this  is  your 
last  answer  ?  I  can  tell  you,  it's  your  last  chance 
with  me." 

Olivia  turned,  making  the  most  of  her 
majestic  height,  and  looked  down  on  him  with 
the  loftiest  disdain. 

"  I    assure   you   that   if  it   were    my    '  last 
chance/  as  you  call  it,  not  only  with  you,  but 
with  anybody,  I  should  say  just  the  same." 
Fred  Williams   leaned  against  the    wall    of 
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the  yard,  turned  out  the  heterogeneous  con- 
tents of  one  of  his  pockets,  and  began  turning 
them  over  with  shaking  fingers  to  hide  his 
mortification. 

Still  Olivia  went  on  with  her  occupation, 
without  paying  the  slightest  attention  to  him. 
Suddenly  the  rejected  suitor  shovelled  all  the 
things  he  had  taken  out  back  into  his  pockets, 
and  with  a  monkey-like  spring  placed  himself 
right  in  front  of  her. 

"  I  wish  there  was  somebody  about  to  tell 
you  what  a  jolly  fool  you're  making  of  your- 
self," he  said,  looking  up  at  her  rather  viciously. 

"  You  may  go  and  fetch  somebody  to  do  so 
if  you  like,"  said  she,  serenely. 

"  And  leave  you  in  peace  for  a  little  while,  I 
suppose  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  some  such  thought  may  have 
crossed  my  mind." 

Mr.  Fred  Williams  had  not  a  high  opinion 
of  himself,  but  experience  had  taught  him  that 
his  "  expectations  "  gave  him  an  adventitious 
value ;    to    find    neither    his    modesty   nor   his 
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money  of  any  avail  was  a  discovery  which 
destroyed  for  once  his  habitual  good-humour, 
and  showed  a  side  of  his  character  which  he 
should  by  all  means  have  kept  concealed  from  a 
lady  he  wished  to  charm. 

"  Very  well,"  he  snarled,  while  an  ugly 
blush  spread  over  his  face,  and  his  fingers 
twitched  with  anger;  "very  well.  You  may 
think  it  very  smart  to  snub  me,  and  high-spirited 
and  all  that.  I've  stood  a  good  deal  of  it — 
a  good  deal  more  than  I'd  have  stood  from 
anybody  else — because  you're  handsome.  I 
know  I'm  not  handsome,  or  refined  either ;  but 
I  don't  pretend  to  be.  And  I'm  a  lot  handsomer 
than  the  hatchet-faced  parson,  anyhow.  And  as 
for  refinement,  you  can  get  a  lot  more  for 
twenty-five  thousand  a  year  than  for  a  couple  of 
hundred,  which  is  quite  a  decent  screw  for  one 
of  your  preaching  fellows.  But  now  I've  done 
with  you,  I  tell  you  ;  I've  done  with  you." 

"  Isn't  that  rather  a  singular  expression,  con- 
sidering that  I've  never  given  you  the  slightest 
encouragement?  "  asked  Olivia,  coldly. 
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"Encouragement!  I  don't  expect  encour- 
agement ;  but  I  expect  a  girl  like  you  to  know  a 
good  thing  when  she  sees  it." 

"  I  am  afraid  we  differ  as  to  what  constitutes 
a  '  good  thing. 

"Very  likely;  but  we  shan't  '  differ  as  to 
what  constitutes '  a  bad  thing  for  Vernon 
Brander;  and  if  you  don't  see  all  those  two- 
penny geraniums  pulled  up  out  of  St.  Cuthbert's 
churchyard,  and  every  stone  grubbed  up,  and 
every  brick  of  that  old  tower  pulled  down, 
before  another  week's  up,  my  name's  not  Fred 
Williams.  There,  Miss  Denison  ;  now,  what  do 
you  say  to  that  ?  " 

"  I  say  that  you  have  fully  justified  your  low 
opinion  of  yourself." 

"  And  I'll  justify  my  low  opinion  of  Vernon 
Brander.  If  he's  got  any  secrets  buried  in 
those  old  stones,  we'll  have  them  dragged 
out,  and  make  you  jolly  well  ashamed  of  your 
friend." 

"  Oh,  no,  you  won't  do  that,"  said  Olivia, 
who  had  turned  pale  to  the  lips,  and  grown  very 
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majestic  and  stern ;  "  though  you  have  succeeded 
in  making  me  ashamed  of  having  called  you 
even  an  acquaintance." 

"  Perhaps  you  have  a  weakness  for " 

Before  he  could  finish  his  sentence,  he 
found  himself  seized  by  the  shoulders,  and  saw 
towering  over  him  a  beautiful  countenance,  so 
aglow  with  passionate  indignation  that  it  looked 
like  the  face  of  a  Fury. 

"  If  you  dare  to  say  that  word  I'll  shake 
you  like  a  rat  !  "  hissed  out  Olivia,  giving 
him  an  earnest  of  her  promise  with  great  good- 
will. 

"  Stop  !  stop  !  unless  you — want — to — kill 
somebody — to  be  more — like — your — precious 
— friend,"  panted  Fred,  who  was  not  a 
coward. 

Olivia  let  him  go  with  a  movement  which 
sent  him  spinning  among  the  chickens. 

"  Well,  that's  cool,"  panted  he,  as  he  picked 
up  his  hat  and  looked  at  it  ruefully.  "  You 
talk  about  refinement  one  minute,  and  the  next 
you  treat  me  in  this  unladylike  way  !  " 
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"  Oh,  I  apologise  for  my  vulgar  manners," 
laughed  Olivia,  who  was  already  rather  ashamed 
of  her  outbreak.  "  I'm  only  a  farmer's  daughter, 
you  know." 

"  Yes,  and  you  couldn't  give  yourself  more 
airs  if  you  were  a  duchess.  Your  father  isn't  so 
proud  by  a  long  way,  I  can  tell  you,"  he  added, 
with  meaning. 

Olivia  became  in  an  instant  very  quiet. 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  she  asked,  sternly. 

"  Oh,  nothing  but  that  he's  been  in  the 
habit  of  borrowing  money  of  me  for  some  time  ; 
only  trifling  sums,  but  still  they  seemed  to 
come  in  handy,  judging  by  the  way  he  thanked 
me." 

He  was  disappointed  to  see  that  Olivia  took 
this  information  without  any  of  the  tragic  airs 
he  had  expected. 

"  I  daresay  they  did,"  said  she.  "  We  are 
not  too  well  off,  as  everybody  knows." 

The  simplicity  with  which  she  uttered  these 
words  made  the  young  man  feel  at  last  rather 
ashamed  of  himself. 
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"  Of  course,  I  know  he'll  pay  me  back," 
he  said,  hastily. 

Olivia  opened  her  great  proud  eyes,  full  of 
astonishment  and  disdain,  and  said,  superbly, 
"  Of  course  he  will !  " 

"  And  you  don't  feel  annoyed  at  the  obliga- 
tion, eh  ?  "  asked  Fred,  rather  bewildered. 

"I  don't  see  any  obligation,"  said  she, 
quietly. 

"  Oh,  don't  you  ?  Well,  most  people  would 
consider  it  one." 

"  How  much  does  he  owe  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  only  a  matter  of  forty  or  fifty 
pounds." 

He  thought  the  amount  would  astonish  and 
distress  her ;  but  as,  apparently,  it  failed  to  do 
either,  he  hastened  to  add — 

"  Of  course,  that's  a  mere  nothing ;  but 
he  let  me  know,  a  day  or  two  ago,  that  he 
should  want  a  much  larger  loan,  and  of  course 
I  informed  him  he  could  have  it  for  the 
asking." 

She  did  wince  at  that;  but  the  manner  in 


A    MIDNIGHT    VISITOR.  125 

which  she  resented  his  impertinence  was  scarcely 
to  his  taste. 

"And  yon  think  the  obligation  is  on  onr 
side  ?  "  she  said,  sweetly,  bnt  with  a  tremor  of 
subdued  anger  in  her  voice.  "  What  have  you 
done,  except  to  lend  my  father  a  few  pounds 
which  you  would  never  have  missed,  even  if  you 
had  thrown  them  into  a  well,  instead  of  lent 
them  to  an  honourable  man?  While  he,  by 
accepting  the  loan,  has  given  you  a  chance  of 
putting  on  patronising  airs  towards  a  man  in 
every  respect  your  superior." 

"  All  right — all  right  !  Gro  on  !  Yernon 
Brander  shall  pay  for  this  !  "  snarled  Fred,  at 
last  rendered  thoroughly  savage  by  her  contempt. 

"Yernon  Brander  will  never  be  the  worse 
for  having  you  for  an  enemy.  I  should  be 
sorry  for  him  if  you  were  his  friend,"  she  said, 
defiantly. 

"  Oh,  all  right,  I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said 
Fred,  glad  at  last  to  beat  a  retreat,  and  deliver- 
ing his  parting  words  at  the  gate  of  the 
poultry -yard,  with  one  foot  in  the  new-laid  egg 
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basket.  "  Then  if  anything  unpleasant  happens 
to  your  father  or  your  parson  through  me,  you'll 
be  able  to  make  light  of  it !  " 

Olivia  felt  rather  frightened  when  she  saw 
how  discoloured  and  distorted  with  rage  his 
little  weasel's  face  had  become.  But  she  bore  a 
brave  front,  and  only  said,  for  all  reply  to  his 
threats — 

"  Won't  you  find  it  more  convenient  to 
stand  on  the  ground,  Mr.  Williams?  To  walk 
about  among  eggs  without  accident  requires  a 
great  deal  of  skill  and  experience." 

But  when,  with  an  impatient  exclamation, 
he  left  the  poultry-yard,  Olivia's  heart  gave 
way,  and  she  began  to  reproach  herself  bitterly 
for  not  having  kept  a  bridle  upon  her  tongue. 
On  the  other  hand,  she  was  glad  that  her  words 
had  provoked  the  mean  little  fellow  to  confess 
his  loans  to  her  father  ;  for  she  thought  she  had 
influence  enough  with  the  latter  to  prevent  any 
more  such  transactions  ;  and  as  for  the  money 
already  owing,  means  must  somehow  be  found 
to  repay  it. 
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It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  before  she  was 
able  to  start  on  the  way  to  St.  Cuthbert's.  She 
felt,  as  usual,  some  self-reproach  at  the  thought 
that  she  was  acting  contrary  to  her  father's 
wishes ;  but,  as  usual,  she  was  too  self-willed  to 
give  up  her  own  in  deference  to  his.  The  sun 
was  still  glowing  on  the  fields,  and  pouring  its 
hot  rays  on  the  roads,  which  were  parched  and 
cracked  for  want  of  rain.  The  cart-tracks  made 
faint  lines  in  a  thick  layer  of  white  dust,  which 
the  lightest  breeze  from  the  hills  blew  up  in 
clouds,  coating  the  leaves  on  the  hedges  and 
swirling  into  heaps  by  the  well-worn  footpath. 
The  wood  that  bordered  the  road  for  some 
distance  between  Eishton  and  Matherham  was 
as  silent  as  if  the  birds  had  all  left  it ;  oak  and 
beech  and  dusty  pine  looked  dry  and  brown 
in  the  glare.  It  was  a  long,  hot,  weary  walk ; 
but  at  last  she  came  near  the  lonely  Vicarage, 
and  slipping  down  the  final  few  yards  of  the 
steep  lane  in  a  cloud  of  dust  which  was  raised 
by  her  own  feet  at  each  step,  Olivia  heard  the 
faint   sound  of  voices  coming  from   the  house, 
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and  stopped  short,  fancying  she  conld  detect 
Yernon's  voice,  and  wondering  who  was  with 
him.  Bnt  the  sonnds  ceased,  and  she  went 
slowly  on,  thinking  she  had  perhaps  been  mis- 
taken. She  entered  the  garden  gate,  and  walked 
np  the  stone  pathway,  still  without  hearing 
anything  more,  until,  suddenly,  just  as  she  was 
within  a  few  paces  of  the  door,  she  heard  a 
woman's  voice,  low,  but  clear  and  strong,  utter 
these  words — 

"  Eemember,  you  swore  it.  Ten  years  ago 
you  swore  it  to  me,  and  it  is  still  as  binding  on 
you  as  it  was  then." 

"  Why  should  I  forget  it  ?  " 

Olivia  knew  that  it  was  Mrs.  Brander's 
voice  that  answered,  in  a  tone  full  of  contempt 
and  dislike — 

"  Why,  this  Denison  girl,  this " 

Neither  she  nor  Yernon  had  paid  any  heed 
to  the  footsteps  on  the  stone  flags. 

Now  Olivia  hastened  to  ring  the  bell  sharply, 
and  there  was  silence  immediately. 

"  How  is  Mr.  Brander  to-day  ?  "  asked  she 
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of  Mrs.  Warmington  when  the  housekeeper 
opened  the  door. 

"  He's  not  much  better,  and  not  likely  to  be 
while  that  uncivilised  creature  from  the  Anti- 
podes continues  to  make  his  abode  here,  and 
worry  my  master,  morning,  noon,  and  night," 
said  the  housekeeper,  tartly. 

"Mr.  Mitchell?  Where  is  he  now?"  asked 
Olivia,  eagerly. 

"  He's  out  in  the  churchyard  there,  poking 
about  among  the  gravestones.  I've  been  watch- 
ing him  from  the  window  of  the  little  room  he 
sleeps  in.  I  don't  know  how  he  got  hold  of  the 
key.  I  have  a  duplicate,  for  cleaning  the 
church.  I  don't  know  myself  where  my  master 
keeps  his." 

"  I  think  I'll  go  and  speak  to  Mr.  Mitchell, 
and  come  back  when  Mr.  Brander  is  disen- 
gaged." 

"  Disengaged  !  He's  disengaged  now,  as  far 
as  I  know — " 

"  I  think  I  heard  Mrs.  Brander's  voice  as  I 
came  up  the  path." 
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The  housekeeper's  lips  tightened,  and  she 
drew  herself  up  in  evident  disapproval. 

"  Indeed  !    I  was  not  aware  she  was  here." 

"  Well,  111  be  back  in  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  as  I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  Brander,"  said 
Olivia,  hastily. 

Mrs.  Warmington  raised  her  eyebrows.  She 
was  longing  to  tell  Miss  Denison  that  she 
thought,  under  the  circumstances,  it  would  be 
more  modest  to  stay  away ;  but  she  did  not 
dare.  So  Olivia  tripped  down  the  stone  path, 
and  was  in  the  churchyard  before  the  house- 
keeper had  had  time  to  make  up  her  mind  how 
much  of  her  suspicions  it  would  be  proper  to 
communicate  to  a  young  girl. 

It  was  some  minutes  before  Olivia  succeeded 
in  finding  Ned  Mitchell.  The  sun  was  setting 
by  this  time,  and  there  were  dark  shadows 
among  the  ruined  portions  of  the  church.  It 
seemed  to  her,  as  she  walked  between  the  newly- 
laid-out  flower-beds,  with  their  bright  array  of 
geranium,  calceolaria,  and  verbena,  that  this 
innovation  was   out  of  place,  and  only  showed 
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up,  in  a  more  striking  manner,  the  havoc  time 
and  tempest  had  made  among  the  old  stones, 
just  as  the  mowing  of  the  grass  upon  them  had 
accentuated  the  irregular  mounds  and  hillocks 
which  filled  the  ruined  south  aisle.  Olivia 
stepped  in  and  out  and  over  the  mounds,  calling 
softly,  "Mr.  Mitchell!  "  At  last,  in  the  corner 
where  the  old  crypt  was,  she  heard  a  sound 
coming,  as  it  were,  from  the  ground  under  her 
feet.  She  stopped  and  listened,  holding  her 
breath.  The  sounds  continued,  a  soft,  muffled 
"  thud,  thud,"  as  of  some  heavy  instrument 
brought  again  and  again  down  on  the  earth.  She 
advanced,  step  by  step,  always  listening,  fancy- 
ing that  she  felt  the  ground  tremble  under  her 
feet  at  the  force  of  the  blows.  At  last  she  came 
close  to  the  place  where  the  rugged  steps  lead- 
ing down  into  the  crypt  had  been  blocked  up 
years  before.  With  her  senses  keenly  on  the  alert, 
Olivia  noticed  that  some  of  the  stones  and  earth 
which  blocked  the  entrance  had  been  recently 
moved ;  and  prying  more  closely  she  found, 
behind  a  bramble  and  a  tuft  of  rank  grass,  a 
J  2 
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small  hole,  low  down  in  the  ground,  which 
looked  scarcely  large  enough  for  the  passage  of 
a  man's  body.  However,  this  seemed  to  be  the 
only  outlet  from  the  vault,  so  Olivia  sat  down 
on  a  broken  gravestone,  and  waited. 

It  seemed  to  Olivia  to  be  growing  quite  cold 
and  dark  before  a  scraping  and  rumbling  noise, 
as  of  falling  stones  and  earth,  drew  her  attention 
to  the  concealed  hole  in  the  ground.  She  got 
up,  and  the  noise  almost  ceased. 

"It  is  I,  Mr.  Mitchell,"  she  said,  without  being 
able  to  see  him ;  "  I've  been  waiting  for  you." 

For  answer,  Mr.  Mitchell's  unmistakable 
gruff  voice  murmured  a  string  of  sullen  impre- 
cations, of  which,  luckity,  nothing  was  distinctly 
audible.  However,  he  put  his  head  out  of  the 
hole,  and  then  proceeded  to  extricate  the  whole 
of  his  person  with  such  exceeding  neatness  and 
cleverness  that  the  hole  was  scarcely  enlarged, 
and  the  bramble  and  grass  remained  intact.  He 
presented  a  strange  appearance,  however,  for  he 
was  in  his  shirt-sleeves  ;  a  coloured  silk  handker- 
chief was  bound  round  his  head  down   to    his 
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eyes ;  in  his  right  hand  he  held  a  common 
kitchen  poker ;  while  he  was  so  covered  with 
mould  and  dust  from  head  to  foot  that  but  for 
his  peculiarly  heavy  movements  and  rough  voice 
he  would  have  been  unrecognisable. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  he  asked, 
very  ill-humouredly,  as  he  shook  himself  free 
from  some  of  the  dust  he  had  collected  in  his 
subterranean  exploration.  "  I  thought  I  heard 
somebody  messing  about  up  here.  How  did  you 
get  in?" 

"  In  the  same  way  that  you  did,  except  that 
I  asked  for  a  key  instead  of  taking  one  without 
asking." 

She  was  alarmed  to  see,  when  he  had  wiped 
some  of  the  dirt  off  his  face  with  his  handker- 
chief, that  he  looked  savagely  self-satisfied,  and 
quite  beyond  all  reasoning.  This  was  proved 
clearly  by  his  next  words.  He  nodded  his  head 
quietly  while  she  spoke,  and  then  said — 

"  All  right.  That's  so.  Now  you  had  better 
run  home,  and  be  careful  not  to  say  anything 
about  what  you've  just  seen.     For  I  tell  you, 
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little  girl,  if  you  do  anything  to  interfere  with 
me  and  my  actions  just  now,  it'll  be  the  worst 
day's  work  for  your  little  parson  up  yonder  that 
ever  was  done.     So  now  you  know." 

Olivia  shivered,  but  she  did  not  answer  or 
contradict  him.  She  only  said,  in  a  subdued 
and  tremulous  voice,  "  Good-evening,  Mr. 
Mitchell,"  and  walked  away  towards  the  gate, 
stumbling  over  the  chips  of  stone  that  lay  hidden 
in  the  grass,  which  had  been  allowed  to  remain 
long  and  rank  in  this  the  south  side  of  the 
graveyard.  She  unlocked  the  gate,  passed  out, 
and  was  relocking  it  when  she  heard  rapid  foot- 
steps behind  her. 

"  Give  me  that  key ! "  said  Mrs.  Brander's 
voice,  so  hoarse,  so  agitated  that  Olivia  looked 
round  before  she  could  be  sure  that  it  was  really 
the  vicar's  calm,  cold  wife. 

Her  large  eyes  had  deep  black  semicircles 
under  them ;  her  usually  firm  lips  were  trem- 
bling ;  her  whole  appearance  showed  a  disorder, 
a  lack  of  that  dainty  preciseness  in  little  things 
which  was  so  strongly  characteristic  of  her. 
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"  This  key  !  "  said  Olivia,  doubtfully.  "  Do 
you  know  who  is  in  there  ?  " 

Mrs.  Brander  examined  the  girl  from  head  to 
foot  with  passionate  mistrust,  while  at  the  same 
time  she  struggled  to  regain  a  calmer  manner. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  she  asked,  with  an  attempt  at 
an  indifferent  tone. 

"  Mr.  Mitchell." 

The  vicar's  wife  drew  back  from  the  gate. 

"  You  mean  this  ?  You  are  not  playing  me 
a  trick  ?  " 

"A  trick?     No.     Why  should  I  ?" 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Mrs. 
Brander  stood  looking  at  her  fixedly.  As  she 
did  not  speak,  Olivia  presently  asked — 

"  Do  you  still  wish  to  go  in  ?  " 

Mrs.  Brander  hesitated,  and  then  drew  back 
with  a  shudder. 

"  No,"  she  murmured,  scarcely  above  her 
breath,  "  I — I  won't  go  in." 

As,  however,  she  did  not  attempt  to  go  away, 
Olivia  bade  her  "  Grood-night,"  without  getting 
any  answer,  and  went  up  the  lane  towards  the 
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house.  She  did  not  wish  to  call  at  the  Vicarage 
now ;  she  wanted  first  to  have  time  to  think  over 
what  she  had  seen  and  heard  in  the  churchyard, 
as  well  as  her  interview  with  Mrs.  Brander.  A 
new  idea,  which  promised  to  throw  light  on  the 
whole  mystery,  had  come  into  her  mind.  But 
there  was  the  key  to  be  returned  to  Mrs. 
Warmington.  After  a  moment's  thought,  she 
decided  that  she  would  leave  it  at  the  back  door, 
and  thus  escape  the  risk  of  a  meeting  with  Yernon. 

But  when  she  had  reached  the  gate  of  the 
yard  behind  the  house,  she  heard  Vernon's  voice 
calling  her. 

"  Miss  Denison,  Miss  Denison,  wait  one 
moment !  " 

He  had  caught  sight  of  her  from  a  side 
window,  and  in  another  minute  he  had  come 
down  to  her. 

"  Why  did  you  come  round  this  way  ?  "  he 
asked,  taking  her  hand  in  one  of  his,  which  was 
hot,  and  dry,  and  feverish. 

"  I — I  have  the  key  of  the  churchyard  to 
return  to  Mrs.  Warmington." 
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"  And  you  wanted  to  escape  the  chance  of 
seeing  me.  But  I  was  watching  for  you,  you 
know,"  said  he,  looking  at  her  tenderly.  Then 
he  suddenly  changed  his  manner.  "  I  thought 
you  would  come  and  see  me  to-day,"  he  said. 
"  It  would  he  like  your  usual  kindness  when  any 
one  is  ill." 

"  I  did  call  and  inquire,"  said  Olivia, 
demurely.  "  But  Mrs.  Brander  was  with 
you." 

Yernon  looked  at  her  earnestly. 

"  Ah  !  "  he-  exclaimed  ;  "  then  I  know 
when  you  came.  I  heard  your  footsteps." 
Then  he  looked  at  her  curiously,  and  asked, 
"  Didn't  you  hear  voices?  Didn't  you  hear  us 
talking?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Olivia,  simply.  "  And  I 
heard  something  of  what  you  were  saying." 

"  You  will  tell  me  what  you  heard  ?  " 

Olivia  answered,  looking  down — 

"  I  heard  her  remind  you  to  keep  an  oath 
that  you  had  made  to  her,  and  I  heard  her 
mention — me  !  " 
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"  And  didn't  you  want  to  know  what  she 
meant  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  I  did." 

"And  will  you  be  content  not  to  know  ?  " 

"Perhaps  I  shall.  For  I  think  I  have 
guessed  something  of  the  truth  already." 

Vernon's  eyes  glowed  with  passionate  yearn- 
ing as  they  met  hers. 

"  Impossible !  "  said  he,  below  his  breath. 
"  And  yet — you  women  have  such  quick  percep- 
tion. If  it  is  true  that  you  know,"  he  went  on,  in 
a  firmer  and  sterner  voice,  "  I  shall  never  dare  to 
speak  to  you  again." 

Olivia  was  trembling  with  excitement.  It 
was  not  true  that  she  was  mistress  of  the  secret, 
but  there  was  a  dim  intuition  in  her  mind  which 
bewildered,  sometimes  almost  maddened  her. 
She  did  not  attempt  to  answer  Yernon  Brander ; 
but  drawing  sharply  away  from  him  the  hand  he 
still  held,  she  abruptly  wished  him  "  Good- 
night," and  putting  the  church  keys  on  the  wall 
beside  him,  ran  away  up  the  lane  as  fast  as  her 
active  feet  could  carry  her. 
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When  Olivia  reached  home  she  was  greeted 
by  severe  silence  on  the  part  of  her  step-mother ; 
while  her  father,  who  was  usually  so  careful  to 
try  to  make  amends  for  any  unkindness  of  his 
wife's  by  little  unobtrusive  attentions,  carefully 
avoided  her.  The  girl  learned  the  reason  of 
this  treatment  by  remarks  which  Mrs.  Denison, 
apropos  of  nothing,  addressed  from  time  to  time 
to  the  children,  warning  them  not  to  spoil  their 
clothes,  as  they  were  the  last  they  would  have ; 
telling  them  not  to  disturb  their  father,  as  he 
was  writing  to  a  gentleman  to  whom  he  owed 
money,  asking  for  time  in  which  to  repay  it ; 
and  finally  admonishing  them  to  be  courteous  to 
Olivia,  as  she  could  have  the  place  sold  up  in  a 
moment  by  insulting  her  father's  creditors  : 
from  which  Olivia  gathered  that  Fred  Williams 
had  already  vented  his  spite  on  her  father,  and 
thereby  prepared  a  most  uncomfortable  domestic 
life  for  her  for  some  time  to  come. 

She  affected  to  take  no  notice  of  this  treat- 
ment, however,  and  did  not  even  go  in  search  of 
her  father,  thinking  it  would  be  better  to  let  the 
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first  effects  both,  of  Fred's  and  of  his  wife's  ill- 
temper  pass  off  before  she  spoke  to  him  on  the 
subject  of  the  former's  addresses. 

Telling  Lucy  to  bring  ber  supper  up  to  her 
rooms,  Olivia  left  the  inharmonious  family  circle 
without  bidding  good-night  to  any  one,  and  shut 
herself  up  in  the  east  wing,  where  she  could 
always  draw  tbe  bolt  of  the  outer  door  and  be 
free  from  molestation.  This  she  did,  and  being 
in  a  restless  and  excited  state  of  mind,  passed 
the  next  two  hours  in  wandering  from  one  room 
to  the  other,  considering  the  mystery  of  Nellie 
Mitchell's  disappearance  by  the  light  of  all  the 
facts  which,  one  by  one,  had  recently  come  to 
her  knowledge.  She  had  become  so  accustomed 
to  these  rooms  that  it  was  only  now  and  then 
that  she  remembered  their  connection  with  the 
murdered  girl.  To-night,  however,  the  recol- 
lection startled  her  at  every  turn  she  took  in  her 
walks  up  and  down.  She  seemed  again  to  see 
the  bedroom  as  it  had  looked  on  her  first  en- 
trance, nearly  six  months  ago,  the  rat  scurrying 
down   the    curtains,  the   carpet  lying  in  damp 
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strings  upon  the  floor,  the  mouldy  books,  and 
the  dust  lying  thickly  on  chairs  and  mantelpiece. 
Everything  had  been  changed  since  then  ;  fresh 
hangings  put  to  the  bed  ;  bright  cretonne  cover- 
ings to  the  old  furniture ;  a  new  carpet,  soft  and 
warm,  had  replaced  the  damp  rags.  But  on 
this  particular  evening  her  imagination  seemed 
stronger  than  reality ;  as  she  walked  from  the 
one  room  to  the  other,  she  pictured  to  herself 
always  that  the  chamber  she  was  not  in  at  the 
moment  was  in  the  state  in  which  she  had  first 
seen  it. 

These  fancies  grew  so  strong  that  they 
drove  more  serious  thoughts  out  of  her  head ; 
just  when  she  wanted  to  be  able  to  analyse  the 
ideas  which  the  day's  occurrences  had  suggested, 
she  had  lost  all  power  of  thinking  connectedly ; 
nothing  but  bewildering  recollections  of  the 
words  she  had  heard  and  the  scenes  she  had 
witnessed  could  be  got  to  occupy  her  excited 
mind. 

She  ran  at  last  to  one  of  her  bedroom  win- 
dows, threw  it  open,  and  looked  out.     It  was 
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dark  now,  for  it  was  past  nine  o'clock,  and  the 
evening  had  turned  wet.  A  light,  drizzling 
summer  rain  was  falling,  and  the  sky  was  heavy 
with  clouds.  The  outlook  was  so  dreary  that 
after  a  few  minutes  she  shut  the  window,  shiver- 
ing, lit  the  candles,  and  tried  to  read.  But  she 
was  in  such  a  nervous  state  that  she  uttered  a 
little  scream  when  Lucy,  bringing  her  supper, 
knocked  at  the  outer  door.  Very  much  dis- 
gusted with  herself  for  this  display  of  feminine 
weakness,  she  would  not  even  allow  Lucy,  who 
loved  to  linger  about  when  she  had  any  little 
service  to  perform  for  "  Miss  Olivia,"  to  stay  for 
a  few  minutes'  chat.  When  the  supper  had  been 
laid  on  the  table  in  the  outer  room,  and  the 
bright  little  maid  had  run  downstairs,  Olivia  did 
not,  as  usual,  lock  the  outer  door  after  her.  She 
felt  so  unaccountably  lonely  and  restless  that  she 
went  into  the  little  passage  outside  her  two 
rooms,  and  set  the  outer  door  open,  so  as  to  feel 
that  her  connection  with  the  rest  of  the  human 
life  in  the  house  was  not  altogether  severed. 
She  even  walked  to  the  end  of  the  corridor  and 


A    MIDNIGHT    VISITOR.  143 

glanced  out  through  the  large  square  window  at 
the  end,  listening  all  the  while  for  some  sounds 
of  the  household  life  downstairs.  But  in  this 
east  wing  very  little  could  be  heard,  and  this 
evening  everything  seemed  to  Olivia  to  be  un- 
usually quiet. 

The  corridor  window  looked  out  over  fields, 
showing  the  farm  garden,  with  its  fruit  trees 
and  vegetable  beds  on  the  right,  and  barns  and 
various  other  outbuildings  on  the  left.  Eight 
underneath  was  a  neglected  patch  of  land — a 
corner  of  the  garden  not  considered  worth 
cultivation. 

Lying  among  the  rank  grass  were  an 
old  ladder  and  a  pile  of  boards,  which  had  been 
there  when  the  Denisons  took  the  farm,  and  had 
remained  undisturbed  ever  since.  It  suddenly 
occurred  to  Olivia,  for  the  first  time,  how  alarm- 
ingly easy  it  would  be  for  an  evilly-disposed 
person  to  place  the  ladder  against  the  wall,  and 
to  effect  an  entrance  through  the  window,  the 
fastening  of  which  she  noticed  was  broken,  and 
had  evidently  been  so  a  long  time.     Not  that 
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such  a  thing  was  likely  to  happen,  burglaries 
being  unheard-of  things  in  this  neighbourhood. 
Still,  the  idea  got  such  firm  hold  of  her  excited 
fancy,  that,  two  hours  later,  when  all  the  house- 
hold had  retired  to  rest,  she  came  out  of  her 
apartments  in  her  dressing-gown  to  give  a  final 
glance  outside,  and  to  make  sure  that  her  absurd 
fears  were  as  groundless  as  she  told  herself  they 
were. 

Opening  the  window  and  putting  her  head 
out  into  the  drizzling  rain,  Olivia  saw,  in  the 
gloom  of  the  misty  night,  a  dark  object  creeping 
stealthily  along  outside  the  garden  wall.  Just 
as  it  reached  that  part  of  the  wall  which  was 
immediately  opposite  the  window,  a  watery 
gleam  of  moonlight  showed  through  the  clouds, 
and  enabled  her  to  see  that  the  object  was  a 
man.  The  next  moment  she  saw  him  climb 
over  into  the  garden  beneath.  Still  keeping 
close  to  the  wall,  he  crept  rapidly  along  until  he 
was  close  under  the  window.  Holding  her 
breath,  Olivia  watched  him  as  he  stooped  and 
lifted  the  ladder  from  the  ground.     Her  blood 
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suddenly  seemed  to  rush  to  her  brain,  and  then 
to  trickle  slowly  back  through  her  veins  as  cold 
as  ice. 

For  she  recognised  him  ! 


A" 


CHAPTER  XXIY. 

A     NOCTURNAL    INTRUDER. 

Like  all  persons  of  strong  nature,  Olivia  Denison 
grew  bolder  as  danger  came  nearer.  When  she 
recognised  the  man  in  the  garden,  underneath 
the  corridor  window,  it  did  not  occur  to  her  to 
call  for  help  ;  but  all  her  energies  were  instantly 
concentrated  on  learning  the  meaning  of  this 
intrusion.  She  was  sure  that  she  had  not  been 
seen.  As  noiselessly  as  she  could  she  shut  the 
window,  and  retreated  into  the  private  passage 
which  led  to  her  own  apartments.  There  she 
waited,  peeping  cautiously  out  under  cover  of 
the  black  shadows  of  the  corridor,  into  which 
the  faint  moonlight  could  not  penetrate. 

She  heard  the  grinding  sound  made  by  the 
ladder  as  it  was  set  against  the  wall,  and 
presently  she  saw  a  man's  head  appear  just 
above  the  ledge  outside.     He  raised  his  hand, 
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gave  three  taps  on  the  glass,  and  disappeared. 
A  minute  later  he  mounted  a  step  higher  than 
before,  and  tapped  again.  Then,  with  scarcely 
an  instant's  more  delay,  he  pushed  up  the 
window  slowly  and  noiselessly,  and,  as  soon  as  it 
was  wide  enough,  put  one  leg  over  the  sill  and 
stood  in  the  corridor. 

Olivia,  brave  as  she  was  by  nature,  was 
transfixed  with  alarm.  What  did  he  want  with 
her  ?  What  shocking  confession,  what  horrible 
entreaties,  had  he  come  to  make  to  her  like  this, 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  ?  If  she  could  have 
shrieked  aloud,  if  she  could  have  run  out  and 
alarmed  the  household,  she  would  have  done  so 
now.  But  horror  had  paralysed  her.  The  voice 
she  tried  to  use  gave  only  a  hoarse,  almost 
inaudible  rattle.  Her  limbs  were  rigid ;  her 
breath  came  and  went  in  gasps,  like  that  of  a 
person  dying  of  asthma.  She  could  only  stand 
and  stare  at  the  advancing  figure,  hoping 
desperately  that  the  first  words  he  uttered 
would  break  this  spell,  and  restore  her  to 
herself.  Why  did  he  choose  the  night-time  to 
K2 
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come  and  make  her  the  victim  of  his  guilty 
confidences?  Were  they  too  ghastly  to  make 
by  day?  That  this  man  was  the  murderer  of 
Nellie  Mitchell  she  could  not  now  doubt ;  the 
demeanour  of  his  e very-day  life  was  utterly 
changed;  there  was  guilt  expressed  in  every 
furtive  movement.  All  her  respect  and  liking 
were  transformed  into  loathing  and  fear;  she 
almost  crouched  against  the  wall  as  he  ap- 
proached. 

He  reached  the  entrance  to  the  corridor,  and 
paused.  If  she  could  only  keep  still  enough  for 
him  to  pass  her !  Then  she  could  escape  into 
the  main  building  of  the  house,  and  have  time 
to  think  what  she  should  do.  But  he  stopped 
short  and  stretched  out  his  hand  to  knock  at 
the  door.  In  the  darkness  he  could  not  see  that 
it  was  open.  But  how,  Olivia  suddenly  asked 
herself,  did  he  know  there  was  a  door  there 
at  all?  Although  he  moved  slowly,  too,  it  was 
with  the  manner  of  a  man  who  knew  his  way 
about  the  place.  Part  of  the  truth  flashed 
suddenly   into    her   mind :    he   had   been   there 
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before.  By  this  time  he  had  discovered  that 
the  door  was  open.  Passing  into  the  corridor, 
he  shut  the  door,  turned  the  key,  and  put  it  in 
his  pocket.  As  he  did  so  he  touched  Olivia, 
but  did  not  appear  to  know  it.  Now  thoroughly 
alarmed,  she  flew  along  the  passage  into  her 
bedroom,  and  was  in  time  to  lock  the  door 
before  she  heard  his  footsteps  in  the  outer 
apartment.  There  was  no  lock  to  the  door 
between  the  two  rooms.  Xo  one  was  likely  to 
hear  her  if  she  shrieked  at  one  of  the  windows. 
Before  many  minutes  were  over  she  felt  that 
she  should  have  to  face  him. 

She  flew  across  the  bedroom  floor  to  blow  ou 
the  candle,  thinking  that  in  the  darkness  she 
would  have  a  better  chance  of  escape.  As  she 
did  so  she  stumbled  against  a  chair,  which  fell 
down  with  a  loud  noise.  A  moment  later  there 
was  a  knock  at  the  inner  door.  The  girl's  heart 
stood  still.  She  remained  motionless,  and  gave 
no  answer.  The  knock  was  repeated.  Still  she 
was  silent.  A  third  time  came  the  knock, 
and     then    a    low,     hoarse     whisper,     of     one 
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word  only,  startled  her,  and  came  as  a 
revelation  : — 

"  Nellie  !  " 

This  was  the  manner  in  which,  years  ago, 
he  had  visited  the  girl  whose  love  had  ended  by 
wearying  him  so  fatally.  By  what  means  he 
had  forgotten  the  intervening  years  she  did  not 
know,  but  Olivia  recognised  at  once  that  it  wsls 
not  she  of  whom  he  was  in  search.  The 
knowledge  restored  in  a  moment  all  her  courage. 
If,  as  she  supposed,  fear  of  discovery  had  turned 
his  brain,  his  was  a  madness  with  which  she 
felt  she  could  cope.  After  only  one  moment's 
hesitation,  she  snatched  up  one  of  the  candles, 
and  unlocking  the  door  she  had  secured,  passed 
through  the  passage  into  the  adjoining  room. 

"  Mr.  Brander  !  "  said  she,  in  a  voice  which 
scarcely  trembled. 

She  had  to  repeat  her  words  three  or  four 
times  before  he  moved  from  the  other  door.  At 
last  he  turned  very  slowly,  and  Olivia,  raising 
the  candle  high,  looked  curiously,  and  not 
wholly  without  fear,  into  his  face. 


A  NOCTURNAL  INTRUDER.         151 

His  eyes  were  closed;  his  breathing  was 
heavy.     He  was  asleep  ! 

There  flashed  through  her  mind  the  remem- 
brance of  what  the  Yicar  of  Eishton  had  said 
about  somnambulism,  and  the  strange  instances 
of  it  which  had  occurred  in  his  family.  It  was 
clear  to  her  that  the  excitement  occasioned  by 
Ned  Mitchell's  obstinate  determination  had 
preyed  upon  the  mind  of  the  murderer,  and  led 
him  at  last  to  perform  in  sleep  an  action  which 
had  been  an  habitual  one  with  him  eleven  years 
before. 

In  spite  of  the  horror  of  this  weird  discovery, 
Olivia's  fears  disappeared  at  once.  She  thought 
she  might,  without  waking  him,  persuade  him 
to  go  back  as  he  had  come.  If  he  did  wake,  she 
knew  he  would  not  hurt  her.  She  began  in  a 
low,  intentionally  monotonous  voice — 

"  I  think  you  had  better  go  back  to-night. 
It    is    getting    very    late ;    it    is    almost    day- 

light.- 

As  before,  she  had  to  repeat  her  words 
before  he  grasped  the  sense  of  them. 


152  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

Then  lie  repeated  in  a  whisper,  and  as  if 
there  were  something  soothing  in  the  sound  of 
her  voice — 

"  Go  back.     Yes,  go  back." 

"  I'll  give  you  a  light.  Come  along,"  she 
went  on,  coaxingly. 

And  without  a  moment's  delay  she  led  the 
way  out  into  the  passage.  Much  to  her  relief, 
he  followed,  at  the  same  slow,  heavy  pace. 

"  Now,"  she  said,  when  they  had  reached 
the  outer  door,  "  give  me  the  key,  please." 

He  felt  in  his  pocket  obediently,  and  pro- 
duced the  key,  which  she,  overjoyed,  almost 
snatched  from  his  hand.  The  noise  she  made  in 
her  excitement,  as  she  opened  the  door,  seemed 
to  disturb  him,  for  he  began  to  move  restlessly, 
like  a  person  on  the  point  of  waking.  Once  in 
the  corridor,  however,  Olivia  was  bold;  she 
passed  her  hands  several  times  slowly  down  his 
arms,  murmuring  in  a  low,  soothing  tone, 
injunctions  to  him  to  get  home  quickly.  This 
treatment  succeeded  perfectly.  His  manner  lost 
its   momentary  restlessness,  and  it  was  in  the 
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same  stolid  way  as  he  came  that  he  got  out  on 
the  ladder,  descended,  replaced  the  ladder  in  the 
long  grass,  and  climbed  over  the  wall. 

Olivia  watched  his  retreating  figure  as  long 
as  it  was  in  sight,  and  then,  feeling  sick  and 
cold,  slunk  back  into  her  rooms,  not  forgetting 
to  lock  the  outer  door  of  the  passage  safely 
behind  her.  Like  most  women,  however  brave, 
when  they  have  been  through  an  exciting  crisis, 
she  felt  exhausted,  limp,  almost  hysterical.  She 
staggered  as  she  entered  her  bedroom,  and  it  was 
with  a  reeling  brain  that  she  walked  up  and 
down,  up  and  down,  unable  to  sleep,  unable  even 
to  rest.  She  knew  the  mystery  now,  and  she 
felt  that  the  knowledge  was  almost  more  than 
she  could  bear. 

Next  morning  her  appearance,  when  she 
came  down  late  to  breakfast,  was  so  much 
affected  by  the  awful  night  she  had  passed  that 
even  the  children  wondered  what  was  the  matter 
with  her.  Mr.  Denison,  believing  it  to  be  the 
result  of  his  avoidance  of  her  the  evening  before, 
was   cut  to  the  heart  with  remorse ;    while  his 
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wife,  alarmed  at  the  change  in  the  girl,  altered 
her  tone,  and  did  her  best  to  be  kind  to  her. 
Olivia  could  not  eat.  Her  cheeks  were  almost 
livid;  her  great  eyes  seemed  to  fill  her  face  ;  the 
hand  she  held  out  to  be  shaken  was  cold, 
clammy,  and  trembling.  Her  amiable  little 
half-sister  Beatrix  saw  an  opening  for  a  disagree- 
able remark,  and  made  use  of  it. 

"  Mr.  Williams  wouldn't  say  you  were  pretty 
if  he  could  see  you  now,"  said  she.  "  Would 
he,  mamma  ?  " 

Like  most  children,  she  was  quick  enough 
to  detect  how  inharmonious  were .  the  relations 
between  her  mother  and  her  step-sister.  She 
was  surprised  to  find,  however,  that  for  once  she 
received  no  sympathy  from  the  quarter  whence 
she  expected  it. 

"  Be  quiet,  Beatrix,  and  don't  be  rude,"  said 
Mrs.  Denison,  sharply,  with  a  glance  at  Olivia, 
on  whom  she  thought  that  the  reference  to  the 
supposed  cause  of  her  distress  would  have  some 
sudden  and  violent  effect. 

"  Can't  you   keep    those    children  in   better 
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order,  Marian  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Denison,  peevishly. 
"  Their  rudeness  is  getting  quite  intolerable." 

However,  Olivia  scarcely  heard  this  little 
discussion,  and  was  in  no  way  moved  by  it.  But 
when  the  talk  turned  to  the  proposed  restoration 
of  St.  Cuthbert's,  and  from  that  to  the  persons 
interested  in  it,  she  grew  suddenly  very  still, 
and  sat  looking  down  at  her  plate,  listening 
to  each  word  with  fear  of  what  the  next  would 
be. 

"  I  wonder  how  the  vicar  likes  to  see  his  wife 
about  so  constantly  with  another  man,  if  it  is 
his  own  brother,"  said  Mrs.  Denison,  who,  in 
spite  of  her  experience  as  a  governess,  was  one 
of  those  people  who  think  it  doesn't  matter  what 
subjects  you  discuss  before  children,  because 
"  they  don't  understand."  "  I'm  sure  the  last 
week  or  so  I've  scarcely  ever  seen  one  without 
the  other." 

"  Well,  now,  do  you  know,  I  thought  it  was 
awfully  good-natured  of  her.  You  know  the 
stories  that  have  been  flying  about  lately .  I'm 
sure  I  don't  pretend  to  say  whether  there's  any 
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truth  in  them  or  not ;  still,  they  have  been 
flying  about." 

"And  not  without  some  ground,  you  may 
depend,"  said  Mrs.  Denison,  tartly. 

While  avoiding  the  subject  which  she  sup- 
posed to  be  the  cause  of  Olivia's  present  distress, 
her  step-mother  could  not  resist  the  opportunity 
of  giving  that  headstrong  young  lady  a  few 
gentle  thrusts  on  the  subject  of  her  "  fancy  for 
murderers."  Mr.  Denison  glanced  from  his  wife 
to  his  daughter,  who,  by  putting  strong  con- 
straint on  herself,  appeared  not  to  notice  what 
was  being  said. 

"  Well,  and  as  she  must  know  the  rights  of 
the  story,  it  seems  to  me  all  the  kinder  in  Mrs. 
Brander  to  take  any  notice  of  him  now,  when 
he's  under  a  cloud,  as  it  were." 

Mrs.  Denison  uttered  a  little  sound  signi- 
ficant of  doubt  and  scorn. 

"It  is  to  be  hoped  that  everybody  else  will 
put  as  kind  an  interpretation  upon  her  conduct," 
she  said  drily.  "  Only  last  Tuesday  I  met  them 
as  I  walked  back  from  the  Towers.     They  were 
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sitting  in  that  little  cart  sort  of  thing  Mrs. 
Brander  drives — not  at  all  the  right  kind  of 
turn-out  for  a  clergyman's  wife,  in  my  opinion — 
and  talking  together  so — well,  so  confidentially 
— that  they  took  no  notice  of  me  what- 
ever." 

"Didn't  see  you,  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Deni- 
son,  shortly. 

"  It  may  have  been  that,  certainly,"  assented 
his  wife,  incredulously.  "  Or  it  may  be  that 
they  are  not  too  much  lost  to  shame  to  avoid 
the  eye  of  a  lady  whom  they  respect  when 
they  feel  they  are  not  behaving  quite 
correctly." 

"  Eubbish  !  "  said  Mr.  Denison,  shortly. 

It  was  so  seldom  that  the  so-called  head  of 
the  house  ventured  so  near  to  an  expression  of 
adverse  opinion  that  there  was  a  short  silence, 
which  his  wife  broke  in  a  dangerously  dignified 
manner. 

"  Perhaps,"  she  began,  with  strong  emphasis, 
"  when  the  whole  truth  comes  to  light  concern- 
ing his  relations  with  other  ladies,  my  opinion 
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on  the  matter  will  not  be  considered  '  rubbish ' 
after  all." 

Reginald,  with  the  delightful  relish  of  an 
innocent  child  for  conversation  not  intended  for 
his  ears,  had  left  off  making  patterns  on  the 
tablecloth  with  the  mustard  spoon,  in  order  to 
listen  and  watch  with  his  mouth  open.  He  now 
broke  in  with  a  happy  sense  that  he  was  making 
mischief. 

"  Oh,  look,  mamma,  what  a  funny  colour 
Olivia's  face  has  gone !  "  cried  he,  pointing  to 
her  with  the  mustard  spoon. 

The  girl  got  up  and  left  the  room.  Her 
father,  who  could  not  bear  to  see  any  one  un- 
happy, was  miserable  at  the  thought  that  he 
himself  was  partly  the  cause  of  his  darling 
daughter's  grief. 

"  Olivia,  my  dear  child,  come,  down — come 
here,"  he  called  after  her  from  the  hall  as  she 
fled  upstairs. 

She  never  could  resist  any  appeal  .  from 
him,  so  she  crept  down  again,  unwillingly 
enough. 
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"  Oh,  that  woman,  that  woman  !  Papa,  I 
must  go  away.  I  can't  live  with  her,"  she 
whispered  as  she  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder 
and  received  his  caress  and  incoherent  attempts 
at  comfort. 

"  Well,  dear,  what  can  I  do?  "  he  whispered, 
apologetically,  back.  "  You  see,  you  were  such 
a  little  thing  when  your  mother  died,  and  I 
hate  a  household  without  a  woman  in  it,  so 
that  even " 

"  Even  an  objectionable  woman  is  better 
than  none,"  suggested  Olivia,  mischievously. 

"Oh,  no,  my  dear,  I  didn't  say  that," 
whispered  he,  hurriedly. 

"  ~No,  papa,  you  don't  dare,"  said  Olivia,  with 
a  touch  of  her  old  archness.  "  I  really  think 
that  when  a  man  with  children  marries  a  second 
time,  he  ought  to  drown  the  first  lot  in  mercy 
to  them." 

Poor  Mr.  Denison  looked  down  at  her 
ruefully. 

"  My  dear,  I  hope  you  didn't  mean  that," 
was  all  he  ventured  to  say. 
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"  Yes,  I  did." 

Here  Mr.  Denison  perceived  an  opening  for 
a  suggestion  which  his  wife,  of  late,  had  been 
constantly  urging  him  to  make.  Not  being 
quite  sure  how  his  daughter  would  take  it,  he 
hurried  it  out  in  a  shame-faced  manner  without 
looking  at  her — 

"  Since  you  don't  get  on  very  well  together, 
I  wonder  you  don't  take  the  chance  of  getting  a 
nice  home  of  your  own ;  you  know  you  could  if 
you  liked." 

"What,  by  wearing  little  Freddy  Williams 
for  ever  on  my  watch-chain  ? "  cried  Olivia, 
turning  off  the  suggestion  as  a  joke  to  avoid 
paining  her  father  by  expressing  the  disgust 
she  felt. 

"  Well,  my  child,  you  know  I  shouldn't  press 
upon  you  anything  that  wouldn't  make  you 
happy  ;  but  if  you  wait  for  a  husband  worthy  of 
you,  you'll  die  an  old  maid." 

"  And  if  you'll  go  on  living  till  you're  about 
a  hundred  and  five  to  keep  me  company,  papa, 
I'll  be  the  oldest  maid  in  England  with  pleasure," 
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said  she,  affectionately,  as  she  kissed  his  cheek 
and  ran  away  upstairs. 

She  had  some  work  to  do  this  morning — 
work  for  which  she  must  drive  all  thought 
of  last  night's  adventure  out  of  her  head. 
As  soon  as  she  reached  her  own  room  she 
unlocked  the  drawer  in  which  she  kept  her 
trinkets,  and  spreading  them  out  before  her 
on  the  dressing-table,  she  mentally  passed  them 
in  review  to  decide  which  were  the  most  likely 
to  be  saleable.  Xot  a  bad  collection  for  a  young 
girl,  they  formed ;  though  Olivia,  ignorant  as 
she  was  about  the  value  of  jewellery,  thought 
how  poor  they  looked  from  the  point  of  view  at 
which  she  was  now  considering  them.  A  pair  of 
turquoise  and  pearl  earrings  and  brooch  to  match, 
a  heavy  gold  bracelet,  a  set  of  garnets  and  pearls 
of  quaint  old-fashioned  design,  a  handsome 
silver  chatelaine  watch,  a  quantity  of  silver 
bangles,  a  few  very  modest-looking  rings,  a 
diamond  arrow  brooch,  and  a  massive  gold  neck- 
let. Everything  but  the  arrow,  which  had  been 
a  present   from   her  father   on    her  eighteenth 
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birthday,  looked,  in  a  strictly  commercial  light, 
clumsy  or  out  of  date.  The  arrow  must  be 
sacrificed,  she  told  herself  with  a  sigh ;  so  must 
the  gold  necklet  and  bracelet,  which  she  rightly 
judged  to  be  next  in  value.  If  she  could  only 
sell  these  things,  and  get  ten  or  twelve  pounds 
for  them,  she  could  pay  off  a  fair  instalment 
of  her  father's  debt  to  Fred  Williams  imme- 
diately, and  she  must  trust  to  luck  and 
her  own  determination  for  the  rest.  So  she 
made  a  parcel  of  the  trinkets  she  had  chosen, 
and,  at  the  last  moment,  packed  also  the  turquoise 
and  pearl  set ;  then,  dressing  hastily,  she  slipped 
out  of  the  house,  and  started  at  a  rapid  pace  on 
her  way  to  Matherham. 

Before  she  reached  the  high-road,  however, 
she  was  met  by  Fred  Williams,  who  was  saun- 
tering about,  pipe  in  mouth,  at  the  point  where 
the  roads  met,  on  the  chance  of  meeting  her. 
He  surveyed  her  with  a  sidelong  look  of  unwill- 
ing admiration. 

"  Good-morning,  Miss  Denison,"  he  said, 
curtly,  pulling  off  his  cap  in  a  sort  of  grudging 
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manner.  "  I  suppose  you  have  nothing  fresh 
to  say  to  me  this  morning  ?  " 

"Not  at  present,  though  I  may  have  by- 
and-by,"  said  she,  lightly. 

"  Oh,  well,  er — do  you  know  whether  your 
father  is  likely  to  be  about  this  morning  ?  I 
want  to  see  him  on  business." 

Olivia  looked  at  him  with  great  contempt 
from  under  her  sweeping  black  eyelashes. 

"  He  is  about,  of  course ;  but  I  don't  think 
you  need  trouble  yourself  to  see  him,  for  I  have 
a  message  to  you  from  him.  It  is  this :  the 
first  instalment  of  the  money  he  owes  you  will 
be  paid  to-day,  and  the  remainder  very  shortly. 
And  he  is  very  sorry  to  have  put  you  to  any  in- 
convenience by  accepting  the  loan." 

\Vith  which  speech,  and  a  low  bow,  Olivia 
left  Mr.  Williams  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  own 
society. 

Then  on  she  sped  towards  Matherham,   not 

by  way  of  the  wood  and  St.  Cuthbert's,  but  by 

the  shorter  road  that  went  past  the  Towers.     A 

great  bare  building  it  was,  standing  ostentatiously 

L  2 
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on  very  high  ground,  with  a  spire  here,  a  minaret 
there,  and  various  irregular  erections  springing 
up  from  the  roof  to  make  good  its  name.  Olivia 
laughed  to  herself,  and  wished  the  lady  who 
might  ultimately  obtain  the  hand  of  her  mean- 
spirited  admirer  joy  of  her  bargain.  She  was  not 
unhappy  ;  the  fearful  nature  of  her  discovery  of 
the  night  before  had  shaken  her  out  of  the  de- 
pression from  which  she  had  lately  been  suffer- 
ing. She  was  excited,  full  of  indignation  and  of 
energy  ;  her  head  full  of  wild  surmises,  of  fears 
connected  with  the  approaching  crisis.  As  if 
trying  to  keep  pace  with  her  fantastic  thoughts, 
her  feet  seemed  to  fly  aloug  the  ground.  The 
few  persons  she  passed  stared  at  or  curtseyed  to 
her  without  any  acknowledgment ;  she  saw  no 
one  but  the  people  in  her  thoughts. 

Suddenly  she  was  roused  out  of  her  wild 
reverie  by  hearing  her  own  name  called  in  sharp 
tones.  She  looked  down  from  the  high  path- 
way alongside  the  hedge  into  the  road,  which  at 
this  point  was  some  five  feet  below.  There  she 
saw  the  Vioarage  pony  carriage,  containing  Mrs. 
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Brander,  who  was  driving,  with  Vernon  sitting 
by  her  side.  It  was  the  lady  who  had  called  to 
Olivia.  Having  pulled  up  the  ponies  to  the 
side  of  the  road,  she  now  beckoned  to  the  girl 
in  an  impatient,  imperious  manner  to  come 
down. 

"  Good-morning,"  said  Olivia,  coldly,  with- 
out attempting  to  leave  the  pathway.  Her 
cheeks  had  grown  in  an  instant  deadly  white  on 
seeing  who  was  the  lady's  companion ;  but  she 
did  not  glance  at  him.  "I  can't  stop  this 
morning,  Mrs.  Brander ;  I'm  in  a  great  hurry," 
she  said,  in  an  unsteady  voice,  while  her 
heart  beat  violently ;  and  she  felt  that  if  the 
interview  lasted  a  minute  longer,  she  should  not 
be  able  to  stand  without  support. 

"  But  I  have  something  important  to  say 
to  you — very  important.  I  really  must  beg  you 
to  give  me  a  moment ;  and,  if  you  like,  I  will 
drive  you  into  Matherham  myself." 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  Olivia,  hastily. 

"  One  minute,  then,  I  beg,  Miss  Denison." 

The    imperious    lady's    voice    had    suddenly 
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broken  and  become  imploring.  Olivia,  with 
downcast  eyes,  and  feet  that  tottered  nnder 
her,  found  a  convenient  place  for  a  descent 
into  the  road,  and  the  next  minute  stood  by 
the  pony  carriage,  on  the  side  where  Mrs. 
Brander  was  sitting.  She  neither  looked  up 
nor  spoke,  but  left  the  opening  of  the  con- 
versation to  the  vicar's  wife,  whose  hands,  as 
she  held  the  reins,  shook  with  a  nervousness 
altogether  unusual  with  her.  With  strange 
diffidence,  too,  Mrs.  Brander  hesitated  before 
she  spoke. 

"  You  are  walking  into  Matherham  ?  "  she 
asked,  at  last. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Brander." 

"  You  are  sure  you  won't  let  me  drive  you 
in  ? 

"  Quite  sure,  thank  you." 

"  Yernon,  you  know,  would  get  down ;  he'd 
rather  walk,  I'm  certain." 

Olivia's  face  became  suddenly  crimson.    . 

" 1  couldn't  think  of  turning  Mr.  Brander 
out,"  she  said,  coldly. 
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"  I  should  be  delighted/'  murmured  Yernon 
in  a  low  tone. 

In  spite  of  all  her  efforts  to  retain  her  self- 
command,  Olivia  shivered  at  the  sound  of  his 
voice.  She  felt,  although  she  never  once  looked 
at  the  face  of  either,  that  both  the  man  and 
the  woman  were  watching  her  intently.  They 
had  some  suspicion  of  the  knowledge  she  had 
so  strangely  obtained,  she  was  sure.  There  was 
a  pause,  and  then  Mrs.  Brander  spoke  again. 

"  You  don't  look  so  well  as  usual  this  morn- 
ing, Miss  Denison,"  she  said,  not  quite  able  to 
keep  curiosity  and  anxiety  out  of  her  tone. 
"  You  are  quite  pale.  We  miss  your  lovely 
roses." 

M  I  have  had  a  bad  night,"  said  Olivia, 
shortly,  and  with  a  sudden  determination  that 
it  would  be  better  to  let  them  know  all  she 
had  discovered. 

The  effort  Mrs.  Brander  made  to  retain  her 
usual  calmness  and  coldness  was  piteous  to  see. 
Her  beautiful  features  quivered ;  her  great  black 
eyes  were  dilated  with  apprehension. 
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"  A  bad  night  ?  "  she  repeated,  inquiringly. 

"  Yes.  I  was  frightened.  A  man  got  into 
my  sitting-room." 

Neither  of  her  hearers  made  any  but  the 
faintest  attempt  to  affect  astonishment. 

"It  must  have  alarmed  you  horribly,"  said 
Mrs.  Brander  with  blanched  lips.  "Did  you 
call  any  one  ?  " 

"No." 

Over  the  face  of  the  vicar's  wife  came  an 
expression  of  great  relief. 

"  Have  you  told  any  one  ?  " 

"This  is  the  first  time  I  have  mentioned 
it." 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  Have  you  any  idea — who — the  man — 
was  ?  " 

"  I  recognised  him  at  once,  before  he  got  in 
at  the  window.  He  spoke  to  me,  but  he  did  not 
know  who  I  was.     He  was  asleep." 

"  He  spoke  to  you  ?  " 

"Yes.     He  addressed  me  as  'Nellie.' ' 

Olivia  had  dropped  her  eyes,  but  she  heard 
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Mrs.  Brander's  breath  coming  quickly,  as  if  she 
was  choking.  The  girl  put  her  hand  out  im- 
pulsively on  the  arm  of  the  elder  lady,  and 
whispered,  without  looking  up — 

"  You  made  me  tell  you.  And,  after  all, 
what  does  it  matter  ?     I  think  you  know." 

She  felt  her  hand  seized  with  a  convulsive 
pressure. 

"You  will  say  nothing ?"  Then  Mrs. 
Brander  snatched  her  hand  away.  "  No,  no  ;  it 
is  asking  too  much,  of  course.  And  perhaps, 
after  all,  it  would  be  of  no  use." 

"  At  any  rate,  Mrs.  Brander,  nobody  but  you 
will  ever  hear  the  story  from  me." 

She  ignored  Vernon,  as  she  had  ignored 
him  throughout  the  whole  of  the  interview. 
Mrs.  Brander  drew  a  laboured  sigh. 

"  I  trust  you,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse  voice. 
"  A  woman  can  keep  a  secret  as  well  as  a  man,  I 
know." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Olivia,  simply.  "  Now  you 
will  let  me  go,  will  you  not  ?  " 

She    was    frank,  honest ;  but    she   was   not 
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cordial ;  scarcely  even  kind.  When  Mrs.  Brander 
pressed  her  hand  again,  however,  she  returned 
the  pressure  with  a  firm  grasp.  Then,  still 
without  a  glance  at  Vernon,  she  ho  wed  and 
wished  the  vicar's  wife  "  Good-morning,"  and, 
turning,  resumed  her  walk  towards  Matherham. 
She  had  not  gone  many  yards  before  she 
quickened  her  pace  still  more,  hearing  foot- 
steps she  recognised  behind,  and  then  beside 
her. 

It  was  Yernon  Brander. 

For  some  time  he  walked  on  in  silence  by 
her  side,  not  daring  to  address  her.  At  last 
he  said,  humbly,  imploringly — 

"  Won't  you  speak  to  me?  " 

No  answer. 

"  Have  you  forgotten  all  you  once  said  to  me 
about  friendship  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  answered,  in  a  frightened, 
constrained  voice,  still  without  looking  at 
him. 

"  Eemember,  what  you  saw  last  night  was  no 
worse  than  what  you  already  believed." 
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"Yes,  it  was!"  panted  Olivia.  "It  was 
worse  :  much  worse — to  see — to  hear.  It  was 
something  I  shall  never  forget.  But  don't  let 
us  speak  of  it." 

"  But  is  it  to  make  this  difference,  that  you 
will  never  speak  to  me  again?  " 

' '  It  is  to  make  no  difference  ;  you  heard  me 
say  so.  You  wish  it ;  she  wishes  it.  I  have 
promised." 

"  I  take  you  at  your  word.  If  you  had  dis- 
covered nothing,  you  would  have  let  me  go  into 
Matherham  with  you,  and  you  would  have  told 
me  the  object  of  your  going.  Will  you 
now  r 

"  Yes,  if  you  like,  Mr.  Brander."  In  spite 
of  herself,  her  tone  was  more  formal  than 
usual.  "  I  am  going  to  get  some  money  to 
repay  a  loan  from  that  wretched  little  Fred 
Williams." 

"  To  your  father,  of  course.  And  I  sup- 
pose," he  added,  glancing  at  the  little  parcel 
she  carried  in  her  hand,  "  you  are  going  to 
sell  some  trinkets  of  your  own  to  do  so." 
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"  To  help  to  do  so,"  answered  Olivia,  with 
a  blush  and  a  look  of  surprise  at  his  perspi- 
cacity. "  The  whole  sum  is  much  more  than 
anything  of  mine  could  fetch." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  how  much  ?  " 

"  Fifty  pounds  !  " 

"  And  will  you,  as  a  pledge  of  what  you 
said — that  you  will  forget  everything — do  for 
me  what,  I  know,  you  would  not  do  for  any 
other  man  ?  " 

"What  is  that?" 

"  Let  me  lend  you  the  money.  I  spend 
nothing.  I  have  a  considerable  sum  saved,  and 
it  will  do  me  a  pleasure — such  a  pleasure  !  " 
he  added,  earnestly,  below  his  breath.  "  It 
would  be  a  mark  of  confidence  which  would 
prove  to  me,  whatever  I  may  have  done  wrong 
— and  my  conscience  is  not  too  clear,  I  know 
you  know — prove  to  me  that  you  have  a 
little  compassion,  a  little  kindness,  for  me 
still." 

Without  answering  in  words,  Olivia,  who 
was  trembling  violently,  took  his  hand,  pressed 
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it  quickly  for  one  moment  in  hers,  and  let  it  drop 
hastily,  as  if  she  had  been  too  bold. 

Then,  without  the  exchange  of  a  single  word 
more,  they  walked  through  the  narrow,  hilly 
streets  of  Matherham,  which  they  had  now 
reached,  until  they  came  to  the  bank  where 
Vernon  kept  an  account.  Olivia  walked  on 
while  he  went  into  the  building ;  in  a  very  few 
minutes  he  overtook  her  and  put  an  envelope  into 
her  hand.  She  did  not  thank  him ;  he  did  not 
give  her  time. 

"  I  am  very  grateful,"  he  said  simply ;  "  I — 
I  can't  say  any  more  now.     Good-bye." 

Olivia  looked  up  and  spoke  with  a  sob  in  her 
voice. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said. 

Then  they  looked  into  each  other's  eyes  with 
the  long,  sad  look  of  a  farewell,  and  she  was  not 
surprised  at  his  next  words. 

"  I  daresay,"  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "  that 
I  shall  be  going  away  from  here  before  long ;  I 
daresay  I  shall  have  to — when  the  tower  is 
built,"  he   added  in  a  whisper,  looking    down. 
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"No,    don't     say    anything — I    couldn't     bear 
it." 

But  Olivia,  though  she  tried,  could  utter  no 
word.  She  wrung  his  hand,  and  looked  straight 
into  his  face  with  an  expression  of  passionate 
sympathy  and  despair.  Then,  without  another 
word,  they  parted. 


CHAPTER    XXV. 

A    DISCOVERY    AT    ST.    CUTHBERT's. 

Olivia  hurried  back  towards  the  farm  with  the 
little  packet  in  her  hand  which  was  to  release 
her  father  from  his  hateful  indebtedness  to  Fred 
Williams.  It  was  true,  it  rendered  her  herself 
indebted  to  somebody  else ;  but,  with  a  woman's 
perversity,  she  preferred  the  greater  evil  to  the 
less.  It  was  rather  an  awkward  matter,  however, 
to  acquaint  her  father  with  what  she  had  done, 
especially  as  she  found  him  in  the  lowest  depths 
of  despondency. 

"  Don't  speak  to  me,  my  dear — don't  speak 
to  me,"  was  his  greeting  to  his  daughter  when 
she  pounced  upon  him,  with  a  light-hearted 
laugh,  from  behind  the  hedge  of  one  of  his  own 
cornfields. 

He  was  contemplating  the  ripening  crop 
with  a  most  rueful  face. 
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"  Why  not,  papa  ?  Perhaps  I  may  have 
some  good  news  for  you." 

"  Grood  news  !  Oh,  no,"  he  answered,  dole- 
fully, shaking  his  head.  "  It  must  be  for  some- 
body else  if  you  have  any  good  news.  So  go 
away,  or  I  may  be  cross  ;  and  I  don't  want 
to  speak  crossly  to  you,  my  darling." 

There  was  not  much  fear  of  such  a  thing, 
evidently ;  for  when  she  persisted  in  coming  to 
him,  and  giving  him  a  hearty  kiss,  the  wrinkles 
in  his  forehead  began  immediately  to  clear  away. 

"  It's  all  your  fault,  you  minx,"  said  he, 
looking  affectionately  at  the  girl's  bonny  face. 
"  You've  turned  the  heads  of  all  the  lads  about 
here,  and  then  it's  your  poor  old  father  that 
they  '  wreak  their  vengeance  on,'  as  the  melo- 
dramas say." 

"Why,  papa,"  said  the  girl,  blushing, 
"  who's  been  teasing  you  now?  Produce  him, 
and  let  me  wither  him  up  with  a  glance." 

"  Well,  the  first  thing  I  hear  this  morning 
is  that  the  old  brute  John  Oldshaw  has  been 
making  all  sorts  of  mischief  about  me  to  Lord 
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Sfcannington's  agent — says  I'm  ruining  the  land, 
and  all  that ;  and  it's  all  because  he's  angry  at 
poor  Mat's  humble  admiration  for  you,  I  know. 
He  says  I'm  not  fit  to  be  a  farmer.  Xow  what 
do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

The  enormity  of  this  allegation  made  Mr. 
Denison  quite  unable  to  proceed.  But  Olivia 
shook  her  head  and  laughed. 

"  I  think,  papa,  that  if  all  Mr.  Oldshaw's 
statements  were  as  veracious  as  that,  he  would 
be  a  much  honester  man  than  he  is." 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  child?  " 
"  That  if  the  whole  world  had  been 
thoroughly  scoured  to  find  the  one  man  most 
unsuitable  for  the  occupation  of  farming,  they 
could  not  have  done  better  than  light  on 
you." 

"  Olivia,  I'm  surprised  at  you  !  "  said  her 
father,  assuming  a  tone  of  great  dignity,  miugled 
with  indignation. 

"  Ah,  you    may    well   be    surprised   to    find 
a  girl  with   as  much  common  sense  as  a  man,'5 
retorted  she,  merrily ;  for  since  her  return  from 
M 
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Matherham  her  spirits  Lad  risen  in  an  extra- 
ordinary manner.  "  Now,  papa,  look  at  John 
Oldshaw.  He's  a  perfect  type  of  a  successful 
farmer.  And  he's  mean,  and  he's  vulgar,  and 
he's  industrious,  and  he's  economical ;  while 
you — pardon  me — are  none  of  those  things.  I 
don't  say  that  all  good  farmers  are  like  John 
Oldshaw,  but  I'm  certain  none  of  them  are  a  bit 
like  you.  And  if  he  can  persuade  you  that 
you'll  never  do  anything  at  farming  but  lose 
your  money,  and  catch  cold  looking  at  oats  that 
won't  ripen  and  turnips  that  won't  come  up, 
he'll  do  you  a  very  great  service." 

"  But,  my  dear,"  remonstrated  her  father, 
not  quite  certain  whether  to  be  amused  or 
offended  by  her  wicked  plain-speaking,  "  you 
don't  understand  these  things ;  women  never 
do.  Of  course,  it's  not  their  province,  and  we 
don't  expect  it  of  them."  The  poor  old  fellow's 
tone  grew  more  confident  when  he  got  into 
these  mild  platitudes.  "  John  Oldshaw  has 
always  shown  himself  jealous  of  me :  firstly, 
because  I'm  a  gentleman  ;  and,  secondly,  because 
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I  conduct  my  farming  on  different  principles 
from  his." 

"Yes,  papa,"  said  Olivia,  demurely,  "on 
very  different  principles.  He  gets  large  crops, 
and  you  get  small  ones.  And  John  Oldshaw 
wants  to  turn  you  out,  and  apply  his  principles 
to  your  land.  And  I  wish  you  would  let 
him." 

Mr.  Denison  sighed.  He  could  not  quite 
hide  from  himself  that  there  were  grains  of 
truth  and  good  sense  in  his  daughter's  sugges- 
tions ;  hut  the  secret  admission  made  him  im- 
patient and  irritable. 

"  Of  course,"  he  said,  turning  upon  her,  "  I 
am  not  likely  to  get  on  here  or  anywhere  while 
my  people  insult  the  friends  who  would  help  me 
to  tide  over  the  bad  time." 

"Do  you  mean  that  I  have  insulted  Fred 
Williams,  papa  ?  "  asked  Olivia,  who  was  too 
straightforward  to  allow  the  talk  to  be  carried  on 
by  innuendoes. 

"Well,  and  what  if  I  do?"  asked  Mr. 
Denison,  taken  aback ;  for  he  was  one  of  those 
M  2 
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persons  who  will  walk  round  about  a  fact  for 
ever  without  facing  it. 

"  Has  the  little  reptile  been  worrying  you 
about  the  money  he  lent  you  ?  " 

"  Reptile  !  "  echoed  Mr.  Denison,  trying  to 
evade  the  question.  "That  is  a  strong  word 
for  a  young  lady  to  use,  my  dear.  Not  but  what 
I  have  been  disappointed  in  that  young  fellow. 
He  seemed  such  a  generous,  open-hearted  lad 
that,  I  own,  he  induced  me  to  break  my  rule, 
and  allow  him  to  accommodate  me  in  a  little 
difficulty  I  was  in " 

"  And  are  you  out  of  the  difficulty,  papa?  " 

"  Well,  my  dear,  I  am,  in  a  sense,  out  of 
that  one.  But  difficulties  have  such  a  way  of 
clinging  together;  where  they've  been  once, 
they  come  again." 

"  And  this  wretched  creature  has  been 
worrying  you,  then  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  spoke  to  me  about  you  in  such  a 
way  that  I  was  mad  with  myself  for  having 
allowed  him  to  oblige  me." 

"  I  think  I  can  free  you  from  that  obligation, 
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papa,"  said  she,  gently.  "  Only  you  mustn't 
ask  where  the  money  came  from." 

"  What  ?  "  cried  he  in  astonishment.  "  My 
dear  child,  }^ou  are  dreaming.  I  owe  him  fifty 
pounds." 

"  Look  here." 

She  opened  her  little  packet,  and  unfolded 
before  him  ten  live-pound  notes. 

"But,  Olivia,  I  can't  take  these  from  you 
without  knowing  how  you  got  them,"  said  her 
father,  trying  to  assume  a  rather  severe  paternal 
air. 

"It's  very  simple;  I  went  into  Matherham, 
followed  a  rich-looking  old  gentleman  into  a 
quiet  street,  knocked  him  down,  and  robbed 
him,"  she  answered,  laughing.  "  But  you 
needn't  have  any  qualms  of  conscience  about  the 
proceeds  of  the  deed,  for  I'm  going  to  hand  them 
over  to  Fred  Williams  myself,  with  a  message 
from  you — which  I  shall  make  up." 

"  But,  Olivia,  I  really  cannot  permit " 

"  It's  too  late  now ;  the  power  of  permission 
is  denied  you.     But,  remember,  when  you  next 
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meet  that  miserable  little  goose,  you  can  hold  up 
your  head  and  snap  your  fingers  at  him,  for 
there  will  be  no  obligation  between  you  any 
longer." 

She  nodded  good-bye  to  him  very  brightly, 
checked  his  expostulations  with  a  kiss,  and  ran 
off  over  the  fields  in  the  direction  of  the  Towers  ; 
for  Olivia  was  feverishly  anxious  to  pay  off 
the  debt,  and  she  had  little  doubt  that  she  would 
find  Fred  lounging  on  his  father's  lawn,  soften- 
ing what  brains  he  had  by  the  help  of  some 
fluid  or  other,  and  a  strong  cigar.  She  met  him, 
however,  before  she  reached  the  gate  of  the 
Towers.  He  had  just  come  from  Matherham 
in  a  hansom,  and  was  quarrelling  with  the  cab- 
man about  his  fare  ;  but  wrhen  he  caught  sight 
of  Olivia  he  changed  his  tone,  and  threw  the 
man  a  handful  of  silver  with  an  ostentatious 
air.  Then  he  came  up  to  her  with  a  manner 
full  of  exaggerated  respect,  and  an  expression  of 
face  in  which  the  girl  instantly  detected  a  good 
deal  of  malice. 

"Delighted  to  see   you,  Miss   Denison;    it 
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isn't  often  you  do  us  the  honour  of  a  visit  up 
here.     You  wish  to  see  my  sister,  I  suppose/' 

"  No,  I  came  to  see  you,  and  I  won't  detain 
you  long.  I  am  commissioned  by  my  father  to 
bring  you  the  money  you  so  kindly  lent  him, 
and  to  say  how  deeply  obliged  he  is  for  the 
graceful  generosity  you  have  shown  him  in  this 
matter." 

Fred  Williams  was  annoyed,  but  he  did  not 
seem  surprised. 

"  Oh,  all  right,"  he  said,  gruffly.  "  You 
needn't  sneer.  Your  guv'nor  was  precious  glad 
to  take  it  at  the  time :  that's  all  T  know. 
And  you  haven't  got  me  on  toast,  as  you  think ; 
for  I  saw  you  pass  here  this  morning,  and  1 
followed  you  into  Matherham,  and  I  know  wThat 
you  did  there,"  he  added,  triumphantly. 

"  Nothing  that  I  am  ashamed  of,"  said  the 
girl,  quietly. 

"  Oh  no,  you've  too  much  cheek  to  be 
ashamed  of  anything.  You've  paid  me  back  to- 
day, and  I'll  pay  you  back  to-morrow ;  for 
to-morrow  the   workmen   begin   to   dig   in    St. 
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Cutlibert's  churchyard,  and  if  they  should  come 
across  anything  that'll  upset  your  friend's  apple- 
cart, remember  you  had  the  chance  to  stop  it. 
And  perhaps  you  won't  feel  so  proud  then  of 
having  got  clear  of  debt  to  me  by  running  into 
debt  with  a  murderer — yes,  a  murderer,  Miss 
High-and-Mighty,"  he  continued,  with  a  little 
dance  of  delight  on  the  garden  path.  "  And  if  you 
don't  feel  jolly  well  ashamed  of  yourself  and 
your  friend  by  about  this  time  next  week,  why, 
I'm  a  polished  gentleman,  that  I  am  !  " 

"  You  couldn't  say  anything  stronger  than 
that,  Mr.  Williams,"  said  Olivia,  ingenuously. 
"  I  suppose  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
you  to-morrow  at  St.  Cuthbert's.  Good-morn- 
ing." 

And,  quite  unaffected  by  his  threats,  she 
bowed  to  him  with  great  ceremony,  and  tripped 
away  down  the  road  as  if  greatly  pleased  with  her 
interview. 

But  Olivia  was  not  at  ease ;  she  only  ap- 
peared so  because  she  was  excited  to  the  pitch 
of  recklessness.     As  the  day  drew  on,  and  the 
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time  for  the  commencement  of  the  excavations  at 
St.  Cuthbert's  grew  nearer,  she  became  restless, 
depressed,  and  so  irritable  that  she  had  to  pass 
the  time  either  out  of  doors  or  in  her  own  rooms, 
to  avoid  the  domestic  friction  which  she  felt  that 
to-day  she  could  not  bear.  Next  morning  she 
awoke  with  a  deadening  sense  of  being  on  the 
brink  of  some  great  danger.  At  the  breakfast- 
table,  at  which  she  duly  appeared  to  avoid 
giving  unnecessary  alarm  to  her  father,  her  looks 
again  provoked  much  comment,  which  she  bore 
as  patiently  as  she  could,  being  particularly 
anxious  not  to  encourage  a  discussion  which 
might  lead  to  interference  with  a  project  she  had 
in  view.  She  was  so  impatient  to  leave  the 
house  that  every  trifling  delay  seemed  to  her  to 
be  part  of  a  conspiracy  to  keep  her  indoors. 
When  her  usual  household  duties  were  disposed 
of,  when  Mrs.  Denison's  request  that  she  would 
make  up  a  parcel  for  the  dyer's  had  been 
complied  with,  she  crept  up-stairs  with  a  heart 
full  of  anxiety,  dressed,  slipped  out  of  the  house, 
and  sped  away  in  the  direction  of  St.  Cuthbert's. 


186  st.  cuthbert's  tower. 

For  all  her  haste,  she  could  not  reach  the 
churchyard  much  before  twelve  o'clock,  when 
the  workmen,  their  morning's  labour  almost 
over,  were  slackening  their  efforts  in  anticipation 
of  the  dinner- hour.  Already  their  invasion  had 
entirely  changed  the  aspect  of  the  churchyard. 
Piles  of  scaffolding-poles,  ladders,  and  boards,  lay 
just  inside  the  walls.  Planks,  placed  across 
the  broken  gravestones,  formed  bridges  for  the 
passage  of  wheelbarrows  to  and  from  the  scene 
of  operations.  This,  Olivia  saw,  was  the  ground 
at  the  foot  of  the  tower,  extending  to  the  crypt, 
the  entrance  to  which  had  been  freed  from  the 
stones  and  bricks  which  had  blocked  it  up  for  so 
long.  The  men  seemed  to  be  at  work  in  all 
directions :  some  were  erecting  a  scaffolding 
against  the  old  tower,  the  upper  part  of  which 
was  to  be  taken  down ;  some  carting  away  stones 
and  rubbish  from  the  east  end ;  some  removing 
that  corner  of  the  roof  of  the  south  aisle  which, 
in  a  crumbling  and  dangerous  condition,  still 
remained.  But  it  was  upon  the  corner  where 
the  old  crypt  was  that  Olivia's  attention  at  once 
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fixed.  For  here,  listening  perfunctorily  with  one 
ear  to  old  Mr.  Williams,  who  had  a  self-made 
man's  veneration  for  his  own  utterances,  and 
keeping  a  sharp  look-out  upon  two  workmen 
whose  labours  within  the  crypt  he  was  superin- 
tending, was  Ned  Mitchell. 

Nothing  had  happened  so  far,  Olivia  easily 
guessed  j  no  discoveries  had  been  made ;  no 
alarm  had  been  given.  But,  to  her  fancy,  there 
hung  over  the  whole  place  the  hush  of  ex- 
pectancy :  the  workmen  scarcely  spoke  to  each 
other,  the  onlookers  seemed  to  hold  their  breath. 
Another  feature  of  the  scene  was  that  these  on- 
lookers each  seemed  to  have  come  by  stealth,  and 
to  wish  to  remain  unnoticed  by  the  rest.  Olivia 
herself,  for  instance,  remained  outside  the 
churchyard  wall,  seeing  only  so  much  of  the  opera- 
tions as  could  be  observed  from  the  highest  part 
of  the  rough  and  broken  ground.  Then,  lurking 
behind  the  hedge  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  lane, 
was  the  lame  tramp,  Abel  Squires,  who  from 
this  post  could  see  very  little  more  than  the 
scaffolding-poles,  but  who  had  remained  there, 


188  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

nevertheless,  since  the  moment,  early  that  morn- 
ing, when  the  workmen  from  Sheffield  first  made 
their  appearance.  Yernon  was  inside  the 
chnrch,  keeping  out  of  the  way  of  every  one 
but  the  foreman,  to  whom  he  was  giving  certain 
structural  explanations ;  while  Mrs.  Brander 
watched  the  proceedings  from  her  pony  carriage 
in  the  lane,  and  Fred  Williams  from  the  church 
roof.  A  small  crowd  of  the  country  people, 
chiefly  children  and  old  pit-women,  filled  up  the 
spaces,  and  made  the  isolation  of  the  others  less 
noticeable.  Roaming  about  the  churchyard,  in 
a  somewhat  impatient  manner,  was  also  a  gentle- 
man whom  Olivia  did  not  immediately  recognise 
as  the  doctor  who  had  attended  Ned  Mitchell  in 
his  illness. 

It  was  a  sultry  day,  sunless  and  heavy.  The 
smoke  of  the  Sheffield  chimneys  hung  over  the 
hills  in  a  thick  black  cloud,  and  appeared,  Olivia 
thought,  to  be  coming  nearer  and  nearer.  The  air 
seemed  to  choke,  instead  of  invigorate  ;  the  leaves 
of  the  trees  hung  parched  and  still.  The  girl's 
excitement  had  all  evaporated  ;  she  waited  there 
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without  hope,  without  fear,  in  a  dull  state 
of  expectancy,  her  clearest  thought  being  a  faint 
wish  that  she  might  be  able  to  get  quietly  home 
again  without  having  to  speak  to  any  one.  Still 
she  stood  there,  and  watched  the  workmen 
slowly  putting  on  their  coats,  the  doctor  as  he 
flitted  about  the  churchyard,  without  quite 
knowing  whether  she  was  asleep  or  awake, 
whether  the  figures  moving  silently  about 
were  flesh-and-blood  creatures  or  images  seen  in 
a  dream. 

Suddenly  a  breath  of  air  seemed  to  pass  over 
every  one,  and  the  stirring  of  a  more  active  life 
was  felt.  It  was  a  voice  at  the  gate  of  the 
churchyard  which  broke  the  hushed  silence,  and 
made  every  eye  look  up,  while  the  women  and 
children  curtseyed,  and  the  workmen  touched 
their  caps.  The  Vicar  of  Eishton,  cheerful  and 
smiling  and  bland,  had  worked  the  change  by 
his  appearance  alone.  A  certain  listlessness 
which  had  begun  to  creep  over  watchers  and 
workers  at  the  end  of  an  eventless  morning 
under  a  sullen  sky,  disappeared.     There  arose  a 
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hum  of  talk;  the  workmen  who  had  left  off 
work  hurried  to  their  dinner-cans ;  the  few  who 
were  still  digging  felt  a  spurt  of  fresh  energy. 
It  was  felt  that  the  portly  presence  of  the  much- 
respected  vicar  gave  eclat  to  the  proceedings,  and 
new  interest  to  a  monotonous  occupation.  Only 
Ned  Mitchell  remained  entirely  unmoved.  He 
gave  the  clergyman  a  glance  and  a  nod,  and 
then  turned  again  to  the  two  men  at  work  in 
the  crypt. 

"  Get  on,  you  lazy  devils  !  "  he  said,  kicking 
a  stone  impatiently.  "  You  might  be  millionaires, 
both  of  you,  not  to  think  it  worth  while  to 
work  harder  for  the  chance  of  a  ten-pound 
note.,, 

"  Why,  we've  turned  the  whole  place  out, 
master,  and  blest  if  there's  a  bloomin'  thing  to 
be  found  there  except  earth  and  stones,"  said 
one,  in  a  rather  grumbling  tone. 

"  Hey,  what  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Williams,  in  a 
surprised  tone.  "  What's  that  they're  looking 
for,  eh,  Mitchell  ?  Something  lost  ?  Something 
buried,  eh  ?  " 


A  DISCOVERT    AT    ST.    CTJTHBERt's.  191 

"Both  lost  and  buried,"  said  Ned,  briefly. 
u  What  do  you  think,  parson  ?  " 

And  he  turned  quickly  to  the  Reverend 
Meredith  Brander,  who  had  by  this  time,  after 
a  triumphal  progress  between  two  lines  of  ad- 
miring villagers,  reached  the  group. 

"  Well,  the  churchyard  is  the  place  for  the 
lost  and  buried,  certainly,"  replied  the  vicar, 
whose  bright  complexion  and  serene  smile  were 
a  charming  thing  to  see  after  the  anxious  and 
gloomy  faces  the  rest  of  the  assembly  had  been 
wearing.  "  But,  as  we  know,  a  time  will  come 
when  we  shall  recover  our  lost  ones,"  he  added, 
with  gentle  solemnity. 

"  Some  of  us  will  recover  'em  sooner  than  we 
bargain  for,  perhaps,"  said  Ned,  drily. 

The  vicar  did  not  answer;  indeed,  he  looked 
as  if  he  did  not  understand.  He  nodded  pleas- 
antly, and  looked  round,  smiling  on  such  mem- 
bers of  his  family  and  of  his  congregation  as 
were  in  sight.  For  a  curious  thing  had  happened 
since  his  coming ;  all  those  before-mentioned 
spectators  who  had  been  watching,   as  it  were, 
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by  stealth,  now  with  one  accord  drew  near  to 
the  entrance  of  the  crypt,  and  cast  at  the  vicar 
side-long  glances  of  deep  interest.  Thus  Olivia, 
Mrs.  Brander,  Yernon,  the  doctor,  and  Abel 
Squires,  found  themselves,  as  if  by  preconcerted 
arrangement,  within  a  few  feet  of  each  other, 
and  yet  seemed  to  be  unaware  of  this  fact.  The 
vicar  also  seemed  not  to  notice  this ;  but  Ned 
Mitchell  took  in  the  curious  situation  with  a 
keen  glance,  and  read  the  varied  expressions  of 
curiosity,  anxiety,  and  despondency,  on  the  several 
faces,  with  cynical  swiftness. 

The  men  in  the  crypt  did  not  leave  off  work 
with  the  rest ;  on  the  contrary,  urged  on  by 
Ned  Mitchell,  whose  tone  grew  sharper  with 
every  order  he  gave,  they  used  pickaxe  and  spade 
with  renewed  energy. 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  the  necessity 
for  all  this  delving  in  the  crypt,"  said  old  Mr. 
Williams,  at  last,  rather  pompously. 

He  was  a  man  by  habit  too  much  occupied 
with  himself  to  have  troubled  his  head  about 
the  stories  and  scandals  of  the  neighbourhood, 


A    DISCOVERY    AT    ST.    CUTHBERT's.  193 

and  no  suggestion  of  any  mystery  connected  with 
St.  Cuthbert's  had  ever  reached  his  ears. 

"  You'll  see  presently,  perhaps,"  answered 
Ned,  who  betrayed  his  ever-increasing  excite- 
ment only  by  the  growing  curtness  of  his  tone. 
For  he  perceived,  peering  down  into  the 
gloom  where  the  men  wTere  working,  that  the 
digging  and  delving  had  suddenly  ceased,  and 
that,  in  the  remotest  corner  of  the  little  crypt, 
both  were  kneeling  down  examining  the  lowrer 
part  of  the  wall.  .Then  one  of  the  men  struck  a 
match,  and  a  moment  later  his  fellow-workman 
came  to  the  opening. 

"  We've  found  something,  sir  !  "  said  he,  in  a 
low  voice. 

"Eh?  What?"  asked  old  Mr.  Williams, 
who  began  to  have  an  idea  that  he  was  being 
made  a  fool  of. 

There  was  a  sort  of  rustle  and  nutter  among 
the  bystanders ;  for  though  all  had  not  heard 
the  workman's  words,  all  knew  that  something 
had  happened.  Ned  Mitchell,  who  wras  now  so 
much  excited  that  he  dared  not  trust  himself  to 
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speak,  beckoned  to  the  doctor.  The  latter,  who 
was  on  the  alert,  came  up  immediately.  He  was 
an  active,  brisk  little  man,  sparing  of  words. 

"  I  think  we  shall  want  you  now,  doctor, 
please,"  said  Ned,  in  a  voice  which  was  getting 
hoarse  and  rasping.  "  What  is  it  }^ou  have 
found,  mate  ?  "  he  went  on,  turning  to  the  work- 
man. 

"  It's  a  body,  we  think,  your  honour — the 
body  of  a  woman." 

The  vicar,  on  entering  the  churchyard,  had 
locked  the  gate,  to  keep  out  the  swarm  of  unruly 
boys  who  always  ooze  out  of  the  pores  of  the 
earth  when  anything  of  an  unusual  nature  is 
going  on ;  so  that  few  people  but  those  most 
interested  in  this  discovery  were  present  to  hear 
the  announcement  of  it.  These  all  pressed  for- 
ward until  they  stood — a  silent,  excited  group 
— close  to  the  crypt  entrance.  Mrs.  Brander, 
although  she  remained  perfectly  quiet,  laid  her 
hand,  either  from  sympathy  or  for  support,  on 
the  arm  of  her  brother-in-law.  Vernon  himself 
looked,  if  possible,  more  pale  and  haggard  than 
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ever ;  but  his  face  wore  its  habitual  expression 
when  in  repose,  a  look  of  grave  and  somewhat 
cynical  good  -  humour.  The  only  noticeable 
thing  about  his  demeanour  was  his  careful 
avoidance  of  Olivia  Denison  ;  he  would  not  even 
meet  her  eyes.  The  girl  herself  was  white 
to  the  lips  and  cold  from  head  to  foot.  Fred 
Williams,  in  a  cheerful  voice,  offered  her  the 
support  of  his  arm. 

"  These  are  nasty  scenes  for  a  lady  to  be 
present  at,"  said  he,  with  a  little  compunction 
in  his  voice.  "'Won't  you  let  me  take  you 
away  r 

She  shook  her  head,  and  signed  to  him  to 
leave  her,  which  he  did  reluctantly  and  with  some 
shame.  In  the  meantime  the  gentlemen  had 
descended  into  the  crypt,  with  the  exception  of 
Yernon,  who  was  detained  by  Mrs.  Brander.  By 
the  light  of  a  lantern  and  a  torch  a  ghastly  sight 
was  soon  disclosed  to  view. 

In  the  lower  part  of  the  wall  of  the  crypt, 
in  the  corner  nearest  the  entrance,  to  which 
no  daylight  could  ever  pierce  its  way,  was 
N  2 
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unearthed,  between  the  basis  of  two  of  the  pillars 
supporting  the  roof,  the  almost  fleshless  skeleton 
of  a  woman,  the  damp  rags  of  whose  dress,  still 
recognisable,  hung  round  the  bones  in  shrunken 
folds.  The  flaring  and  flickering  of  the  lights 
on  what  had  once  been  a  beautiful  face,  on  the 
remains  of  the  finery  which  every  other  girl  in 
the  village  had  once  envied,  made  an  ever- 
changing,  hideous  picture,  upon  which  the  men 
all  gazed  with  feelings  of  pity,  horror,  and 
disgust. 

A  savage  exclamation  burst  from  Ned's  lips. 
Old  Mr.  Williams  was  struck  dumb  with  horror ; 
for  to  him  the  discovery  was  quite  unforeseen. 
The  doctor  bent  over  the  skeleton,  and,  taking  a 
lantern  into  his  own  hand,  looked  carefully  at 
the  horrible  thing,  touched  it,  removed  part  of 
the  ragged  clothing,  and  muttered  something 
the  rest  could  not  hear.  The  Vicar  of  Bishton, 
accustomed  to  death  in  many  forms,  maintained 
a  demeanour  of  reverent  gravity,  tempered  by 
amazement.  As  the  doctor  stooped,  however,  he 
interposed  with  some  haste,  and,  coming  close 
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beside  him,  tried  gently  but  firmly  to  thrust  him 
aside. 

"  There  must  be  an  inquiry  into  this,  I  sup- 
pose," he  said ;  "  though,  for  the  sake  of  the 
unhappy  man  who  committed  this  deed,  and 
whom  we  know  to  have  repented  long  ago,  I 
trust  it  may  be  made  as  quietly  as  possible.  In 
the  meantime,  the  remains  must  be  laid  decently 
in  some  suitable  place.  I  would  suggest  the 
church  itself." 

The  doctor  interrupted  him  brusquely.  He 
with  the  rest,  had  been  listening  in  dead  silence 
to  the  clergyman's  words. 

"  Where  you  like,  vicar ;  but  I  must  make 
an  examination  first.  If  I'm  not  mistaken,  I've 
seen  something  just  now  which  will  be  a  positive 
means  of  identifying  the  murderer." 

Still  the  vicar  insisted,  gently,  but  with  be- 
coming determination. 

"  I  really  think,  in  a  matter  touching  the 
sanctity  of  the  dead,  that  I,  as  vicar,  ought  to 
have  a  voice." 

"  But  you're  not  the  vicar   of  this  church," 
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said  the  doctor,  standing  his  ground.  "  The 
Yicar  of  St.  Cuthbert's  is  your  brother  Yernon  ; 
and  if,  as  you  seem  to  say,  he  has  had  anything 
to  do  with  this  business " 

There  was  a  stir  among  the  hearers,  and 
old  Mr.  Williams  burst  out,  "What!  What! 
Yernon  Brander  !  Bless  me  !  You  don't  mean 
to  say ?  " 

The  vicar  was  protesting  ;  Ned  Mitchell  was 
swearing  and  muttering ;  Fred  Williams,  who 
had  crept  in  during  the  last  few  minutes,  was 
whistling  softly  to  himself,  to  keep  off  the 
horrors. 

Suddenly  the  doctor,  who  had  again  stooped 
over  the  skeleton,  silenced  them  all  in  imperious 
tones. 

"  Stand  back,  gentlemen  !  In  two  moments 
I  can  satisfy  your  curiosity  as  to  who  murdered 
this  woman." 

The  vicar  only  attempted  to  resist  this  com- 
mand ;  but  the  doctor,  with  a  skilful  and  most 
unceremonious  thrust,  forced  him  back  into  the 
rest   of  the   group ;    and  the  next  moment  the 
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reverend  arms  were  pinioned  by  Ned  Mitchell's 
strong  hands. 

"  Keep  back,  can't  you  ?  "  hissed  Ned, 
roughly,  into  his  ear ;  "  murder  will  out,  you 
know  !  And  people  might  say  such  ugly  things 
if  they  thought  you  wanted  to  hide  the 
truth." 

After  this  there  was  a  sickening,  death-like 
pause,  while  the  doctor's  hands  moved  rapidly 
about  the  horrible  heap  of  human  bones  and 
tattered  finery.  Then  he  sprang  up,  and  made 
quickly  for  the  light.  The  rest  followed, 
huddled  together,  panting,  bewildered,  like  a 
flock  of  frightened  sheep ;  for  the  doctor's  face, 
old  practitioner  though  he  was,  was  livid  and 
tremulous  with  a  great  horror.  Standing  in 
the  open  daylight,  they  found  him  looking  at 
something  he  held  half  concealed  in  his  hand. 
Mrs.  Brander,  Yernon,  and  Olivia  Denison,  stood 
a  little  way  off,  watching  him,  but  not  daring  to 
come  near.  He  closed  his  hand  as  the  men 
gathered  round  him. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  began,  gravely,  in  a  very 
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low  voice,  "  there  are  circumstances  in  this  case 
so  revolting  that  I  think  that  no  good  can  come 
of  making  them  public.  But  you  shall  judge. 
T  have  found,  inside  the  remains  of  that  poor 
girl,  a  ring  which,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  was 
the  property  of  the  murderer.  In  spite  of  the 
decayed  state  of  the  body,  I  can  undertake  to 
say  that  this  ring  was  swallowed  by  the  girl  just 
before  her  death.  Here,"  and  he  held  up  his 
closed  hand,  "is  the  ring.  Shall  I  show  it 
you?" 

"  No  !  "  said  the  Vicar  of  Eishton,  sharply. 

They  all  turned  to  look  at  him. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  the  doctor,  quietly. 

Meredith  Brander  had  recovered  the  compo- 
sure which,  indeed,  he  could  scarcely  be  said  for 
a  moment  to  have  lost. 

"  What  good  would  it  do  ?  "  he  asked,  gazing 
blandly  in  the  doctor's  face. 

Doctor  Harper  returned  his  look  with  as- 
tonishment, which  became  almost  admiration. 

"  Well,"  he  answered,  "  it  would  show  up 
the    most   remarkably   perfect    specimen    of    a 


A    DISCOVERY    AT    ST.    CUTHBERT's.  201 

consummate  humbug  that  I  have  ever  had  the 
honour  of  meeting." 

A  curious  thing  had  happened  before  this 
short  colloquy  was  ended.  The  rest  of  the  group 
had  gradually  dispersed,  and  left  the  two  men 
alone  together.  As  he  uttered  the  last  words 
the  doctor  also  turned  abruptly  away,  so  that 
the  vicar  was  left  by  himself.  He  did  not  seem 
disconcerted,  but  walked,  with  a  half-smile  on 
his  face,  in  the  direction  of  the  churchyard  gate. 
His  wife,  whose  handsome  face  was  as  pale  as 
that  of  a  corpse,  and  whose  limbs  tottered  under 
her,  moved,  with  faltering  step,  in  the  same 
direction.  At  the  gate  stood  Abel  Squires,  who 
stood  back  to  allow  the  vicar  to  pass  out  first ; 
but  Meredith  Brander  would  not  allow  this. 
He  turned  to  him  with  a  kindly  nod. 

"  Well,  Abel,"  said  he,  "  I'm  afraid  this  is  a 
sad  business  for  somebody." 

"  I'm  afeard  so  too,  sir,"  replied  Abel,  with 
an  immovable  face. 

"  We  must  hush  it  up.  I'm  sure  you  would 
not  like  any  harm  to  come  to  my  brother." 
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"  No  fear  o'  that,  sir,"  said  Abel.  "  I  could 
prevent  that." 

"  Why,  how  so  ?  " 

"Ah  wur  wi'  him  all  that  evenin'.  An'  if 
he  hadn't  kept  my  tongue  quiet  all  these  years 
hissen,  truth  would  ha'  been  aht  long  ago." 

The  vicar  went  through  the  gate  without 
another  word ;  but  before  he  had  taken  many 
steps  in  the  lane  outside,  he  felt  an  arm  thrust 
through  his.  It  was  his  brother  Vernon,  who 
pressed  his  arm  warmly  two  or  three  times  before 
he  spoke. 

"  Cheer  up,  old  chap  !  "  he  whispered,  huskily. 
"  For  Evelyn's  sake  and  the  children's  we  can 
get  it  kept  quiet  still." 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Meredith  threatened 
to  break  down.  He  wrung  his  brother's  hand 
with  a  force  which  made  Yernon  turn  white, 
and  when  he  answered,  it  was  with  sobs  in  his 
voice. 

"  I'm  a  scoundrel,  Yernie,"  he  almost  gasped. 
"  But  if  you  save  me  again,  on  my  soul  I'll  be 
better  to  them  than  many  an  honest  man." 


CHAPTER  XXYI. 

THE      VICAR'S      CONFESSION. 

Ned  Mitchell,  although  he  had  let  Meredith 
Brander  off  easily  at  the  moment  of  the  dis- 
covery of  the  body,  had  no  intention  of  letting 
his  sister's  murderer  escape  the  just  punishment 
of  his  crime.  The  discovery  of  the  vicar's  ring 
inside  the  poor  girl's  remains  had  not  been  alto- 
gether unexpected  by  Ned,  and  by  the  doctor, 
whom  he  had  taken  into  his  confidence.  He 
had  had  the  wit  to  connect  the  vicar's  loss  of  his 
ring,  which  the  girl  must  have  stolen  and 
secreted  unnoticed  by  him  in  the  course  of  their 
last  fatal  interview,  with  the  strange  threat 
Nellie  Mitchell  had  uttered  to  Martha  Lowndes. 
He  had  confided  his  suspicions  to  the  doctor, 
who  had  thus  been  on  the  alert  to  prevent 
Meredith  from  touching  the  remains  of  the 
murdered  girl  before  he  himself  had  examined 
them. 


204  st.  cuthbert's  tower. 

After  a  few  words  of  explanation  to  old  Mr. 
Williams,  and  a  little  substantial  advice  to  the 
two  workmen  who  had  dug  out  the  skeleton, 
Ned  marched  off  with  Abel  Squires  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Bishton  Vicarage.  On  the  way  they 
passed  "Vernon  Brander,  who  wished  to  stop 
Ned ;  but  the  latter  hurried  on,  and  to  all  the 
entreaties  he  tried  to  utter  turned  a  deaf  ear. 

"  If  you've  been  fool  enough  to  hold  your 
tongue  for  ten  years,  and  bear  the  blame  of 
somebody  else's  crime,  that's  nothing  to  do  with 
me.  You  may  talk  till  your  tired,  but  my 
sister's  murderer  shall  get  what  he  deserves." 

And  he  walked  on  stubbornly  with  the  tramp. 

When  they  reached  the  Vicarage,  and  asked 
to  see  the  vicar,  they  were  shown  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  left  waiting  there  for  some 
minutes.  When  the  door  opened  it  was  Mrs. 
Brander,  instead  of  her  husband,  who  came  in. 

"  What,  has  he  run  away  already  ?  "  asked 
Ned,  in  a  hard,  jeering  tone. 

"  No,  my  husband  does  not  yet  know  you 
are  here,"  she  answered,  in  a  very  sad  voice.    "  I 
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knew  you  would  come,  and  so  I  told  the  servant 
to  announce  your  arrival  to  me." 

"  What's  the  good  of  that  ?  "  asked  Ned, 
roughly.  "  You've  done  no  harm,  and  we've 
nothing  to  do  with  you,  except  that  we're  going 
to  set  you  free  from  a  rascal." 

Abel  Squires  had  withdrawn  to  the  farthest 
window,  and  tried  to  hide  himself  behind  the 
curtain.  Rough  fellow  as  he  was,  to  hear  a 
man  speak  in  a  bullying  tone  to  that  beautiful, 
dignified  lady  was  too  much  for  him. 

Mrs.  Brander  had  never  in  her  life  before 
looked  so  handsome  as  she  looked  now,  standing 
erect  before  this  coarse  man,  with  a  flush  of 
deep  humiliation  in  her  cheeks,  and  passionate 
entreaty  softening  her  proud  eyes. 

"But  my  children,  my  poor  children;  they 
have  done  less  harm  in  the  world  than  your  sister 
did,  and  if  you  hurt  my  husband  you  sacrifice 
them.  Think  of  that.  You  have  children  of  your 
own.  You  don't  dote  on  them,"  passionately, 
"  any  more  than  I  do  on  mine ;  therefore  you  can 
enter  into  my  feelings.     Is  it  fair,  is  it  just,  that 
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they  should  suffer?  I  don't  appeal  for  myself, 
for  you  don't  like  me.  But  just  think  of  this  : 
for  ten  years  I  have  been  a  dutiful  wife  to  this 
man,  who  was  unfaithful  to  me  even  in  my  fresh 
youth,  when  I  was  beautiful,  so  they  said,  and 
loving  and  devoted.  Listen.  I  knew  of  the 
murder  on  the  night  he  committed  it ;  for  he 
came  straight  back  with  stained  hands,  and  a 
face  I  never  shall  forget.  Do  you  not  think 
that  was  something  to  forgive?  But  I  did  it, 
and  I  implore  you  to  do  it  too.  I  am  not  asking 
you  an  impossible  thing,  for  I  have  done  it  my- 
self.    And  think  under  what  circumstances  !  " 

But  Ned  remained  as  hard  as  nails. 

"  I  suppose — no  offence  to  you,  madam — 
your  motives  were  not  entirely  unselfish.  And 
even  if  they  were,  that's  no  business  of  mine.  If 
you  chose  to  put  up  with  him,  that  was  your 
look-out.  I  came  back  here  to  punish  my  sister's 
murderer,  and  I'm  not  going  to  be  made  a  fool 
of  by  a  woman  when  the  game 's  in  my  own 
hands." 

Ned   spoke   the   more  harshly,  that  he  was 
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really  rather  touched  by  her  beauty  and  her 
high  spirit.  There  was  something  in  her  frank, 
straightforward  manner  of  pleading  more  to  his 
taste  than  any  amount  of  tearful,  hysterical  in- 
coherence would  have  been.  But  Mrs.  Brander 
had  a  most  unexpected  ally  near  at  hand. 
Thumpety-thump  came  Abel  Squires,  with  his 
wooden  leg,  out  of  his  hiding-place.  He  did 
not  look  at  the  lady,  but  going  straight  up  to 
Ned,  jerked  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder  in  the 
direction  of  where  she  was  standing. 

"Hold  hard,  Mester  Mitchell,"  said  he, 
without  moving  a  muscle  of  his  dried-up  face  ; 
"Ah  didn't  bargain  fur  this  when  Ah  coom  here 
to-day.  A  woman's  a  woman.  An'  t'  woman 
ye're  so  soft  abaht's  dead,  but  t'  woman  ye're  so 
hard  on's  alive.  Steady  theer,  Mester  Mitchell, 
or  Ah'll  hev  to  swear  Ah  killed  t'  lass  mysen." 

The  poor  woman  broke  down  at  these  words 
from  the  rough  tramp;  she  turned  away  abruptly 
to  hide  the  tears  which  sprang  to  her  eyes.  Ned, 
who  was  hard,  brusque,  and  determined,  but  not 
inhuman,  moved  uneasily  about  the  room. 
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"  Women  have  no  business  to  interfere  in 
these  matters,"  said  he,  angrily. 

Mrs.  Brander  saw  that  there  was  hope.  She 
moved  nearer  to  him,  clasping  her  hands,  not  in 
supplication,  but  because  they  would  twitch  and 
tremble,  and  so  betray  the  anguish  she  was 
suffering.  She  tried  to  speak,  but  couldn't. 
But  with  one  piteous  look  out  of  her  proud  eyes, 
she  turned  away  again. 

"  Well,"  said  Ned,  in  very  ill-tempered 
tones,  "  we're  wasting  our  time  here,  Abel,  and 
Mrs.  Brander's.  So,  please,  madam,  let  us  see 
your  husband,  and  have  done  with  him." 

But  Mrs.  Brander  hastened  to  intercept  him 
on  his  way  to  the  door. 

"  You  will  not  be  too  hard,"  she  pleaded,  in 
a  breaking  voice.  "  You  are  not  vindictive,  I 
am  sure." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam,  that's  just  what 
I  am,"  snarled  Ned.  "  And  if  I'm  fool  enough 
not  to  insist  on  the  hanging  he  deserves,  I'm 
not  going  to  let  him  off  scot  free,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Of  course  not,  of  course  not,"  said  she,  in  a 
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tone  of  great  relief.  "  He  has  done  wrong — 
great  wrong;  and  lie  must  suffer  for  it — we 
must  suffer  for  it.  Only  don't  expose  him. 
Anything  but  that." 

"Yes,  anything  but  what  he  deserves,  of 
course.  Let  us  pass,  madam,  please.  He  is  in 
the  library,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  so,"  she  faltered. 

Ned  turned  round  abruptly. 

"  You  suppose  so  !  Well,  if  he  's  given  us 
the  slip,  and  left  you  to  bear  the  brunt  of  it  all, 
it'll  be  the  worse  for  him." 

Mrs.  Brander  drew  herself  up  in  the  old, 
proud  way,  and  spoke  with  her  accustomed  cold 
haughtiness  in  addressing  a  person  she  disliked. 

"  You  need  not  be  afraid,  Mr.  Mitchell.  I 
can  stand  by  a  criminal  husband;  I  would  not 
by  a  cowardly  one." 

"  Do  you  call  it  courageous,  then,  to  kill  a 
woman,  and  let  another  man  bear  the  blame  for 
ten  years?  "  asked  Ned. 

Mrs.  Brander  did  not  answer.     She  led  the 
way  across  the  hall  to  the  study,  and  knocked. 
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"  Come    in,"    called    out    the   vicar   in   his 
usual  voice. 

She  opened  the  door,  and  signed  to  the  two 
men  to  follow  her  in.  Abel  would  have  slunk 
away,  but  Ned  Mitchell  kept  a  tight  hold  on  his 
arm.  Both,  however,  kept  in  the  background, 
near  the  door,  while  the  lady  went  up  to  her 
husband,  and  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 
He  leant  back  in  his  comfortable  chair,  pen  still 
in  hand.  He  had  been  busy  writing,  and  the 
table  was  covered  with  large  sheets  of  MS.  He 
faced  the  two  intruders  with  an  air  of  mild  an- 
noyance, which  would  have  made  an  onlooker 
think  that  he  was  the  injured  person.  Ned, 
with  astonishment,  which  he  would  not  admit 
by  word  or  look,  examined  the  bland,  fair  face, 
with  its  healthy  complexion,  frank  blue  eyes, 
broad  white  forehead,  and  saw  on  it  no  trace  of 
shame,  guilt,  or  even  of  anxiety.  It  was  his 
wife's  face  which  bore  all  these  signs.  As  she 
stood,  upright  and  daring,  by  her  husband's  side, 
handsome,  majestic,  and  brave,  Ned  Mitchell 
felt  that  to  deal  with  Meredith  as  he  deserved 
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while  she  remained  there  was  impossible.  He 
half  turned,  as  if  anxious  to  put  off  the  inter- 
view. The  vicar  changed  his  position,  wheeling 
his  chair  round,  so  that  he  could  face  the  two 
men. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  you  wish  to  speak  to  me, 
do  you  not  ?  " 

His  tone  was  mildly  peremptory. 

"  Yes,  we  do.  But  what  we  have  to  say  we 
wish  to  say  to  you  alone." 

"  Go,  my  dear,"  said  Meredith,  turning 
kindly  to  his  wife. 

She  hesitated,  and  he  pushed  her  gently  away 
from  him.  Then  she  stooped,  kissed  his  fore- 
head, and  with  an  imploring,  yet  still  dignified, 
look  into  Xed's  reluctant  eyes  as  she  passed  him, 
she  slowly  left  the  room. 

"  Now,"  said  Mitchell,  in  a  louder,  more 
assured  tone,  as  if  much  relieved,  "  we've  got  an 
account  to  settle  with  you." 

"Well,  sit  down,  and  let  us  have  it 
out." 

Meredith  was  not  in  the  least  discomposed. 
02 
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He  took  up  the  pen  he  had  been  using,  wiped  it 
carefully,  and  then  crossing  his  legs  and  clasping 
his  hands  over  them,  assumed  the  attitude  in 
which  he  was  accustomed  to  give  private  advice 
or  consolation  to  members  of  his  flock. 

"  I'm  afraid  we  are  interrupting  you,"  said 
Ned,  ironically;  so  he  prepared  to  sit  down, 
which  Abel  shyly  refused  to  do. 

"  Not  at  all.  I  was  writing  my  sermon  for 
next  Sunday ;  but  as  I  suppose  it  lies  with  you 
whether  I  shall  be  allowed  to  preach  it,  I  can't 
complain  of  your  visit  as  an  interruption." 

"  You  take  this  business  pretty  coolly,"  cried 
Ned,  losing  patience. 

Meredith  looked  at  him  with  a  sudden  flash 
of  fire  in  his  blue  eyes,  a  spark  of  the  same 
fierce  spirit  which  he  had  revealed  to  Ned  on  the 
night  when  he  conquered  and  controlled  the 
bloodhounds  at  the  cottage. 

"  Do  you  suppose  that  I  have  kept  my  head 
for  ten  years  to  lose  it  now  ?  " 

Ned  was  taken  aback.  There  was  a  pause 
before  he  said,  in  almost  a  respectful  voice — 
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"  You  admit  everything,  then  ?  " 

"  I  admit  everything  you  know,  of  course. 
This  man  here  could  prove  whatever  I  might 
deny.  Besides,  everybody  knows  that  ring  is 
mine  ;  I  did  not  know  until  to-day  how  I  lost  it, 
as  you  may  guess ;  else  I  should  have  been  pre- 
pared with  some  story." 

Ned  Mitchell,  who  had  brought  the  ring 
with  him  and  had  just  produced  it,  thinking  to 
confound  the  vicar,  slipped  it  back  into  his 
pocket  with  uncertain  fingers. 

"  And  you  are  prepared  for  the  conse- 
quences ?  " 

"  As  much  prepared  as  a  man  ever  is  for  a 
very  unpleasant  contingency." 

"  Even  if  the  contingency  is — what  the  law 
prescribes  for  discovered  murderers  ?  " 

"  You  mean  hanging  ?  " 

Ned  Mitchell  nodded,  and  the  vicar  paused. 

"  I  won't  say  that  I  am  prepared  for  that ;  I 
can't  say  that  I  ever  contemplated  such  a  possi- 
bility seriously.  It  would  be  a  terrible  precedent 
to  hang  a  vicar.     I  should  probably  get  off  as 
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'  of  unsound  mind/  and  be  confined  *  during  her 
Majesty's  pleasure.' " 

"  And  if  they  shouldn't  be  so  lenient  ?  " 

"  Then  I  should  go  through  with  it  as  well 
as  a  man  may." 

"  And  if  I  let  you  off  the  full  penalty,"  said 
Ned,  wondering  if  it  were  possible  to  disturb 
this  stolid  serenity,  "  what  would  you  feel  to- 
wards me  ?  " 

"Nothing,"  answered  the  vicar,  promptly. 
"  You  would  do  it,  not  for  my  sake,  but  out 
of  admiration  for  my  wife,  pity  for  my  children, 
and  because  my  arrest  would  involve  my 
brother's,  as  an  accessory  after  the  fact.  He 
saw  me  immediately  after  the — the  deed ;  the 
crime,  in  fact ;  and  he  concurred,  if  he  did  not 
assist,  in  the  concealment  of  the  body,  as  Abel 
here  probably  knows." 

"  Ay,"  said  Abel  Squires,  who  was  standing, 
awkwardly,  as  near  the  door  as  possible. 
"  Mester  Vernon  and  me  had  walked  nigh  all 
t'  way  from  Sheffield  together,  and  we  heerd 
cries  o'  '  Murder  ! '     An'  Mester  Vernon  he  left 
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me,  an'  he  jumped  o'er  t'  wall  into  t'  church- 
yard, an'  when  he  coom  back  he  looked  skeered 
loike,  and  his  reight  hond  wur  stained  red,  as 
if  he'd  held  another  hond  that  wur  redder  still. 
An'  somehow  Ah  guessed  whose  hond  it  wur  as 
he'd  been  holdin'." 

Abel,  after  delivering  this  speech  in  a 
mumbling,  shame-faced  manner,  ended  abruptly, 
and  looked  at  the  door,  as  if  he  felt  that  his  un- 
pleasant mission  was  over.  The  vicar  listened 
with  interest,  and  nodded  assent  to  the  latter 
portion  of  the  ■  tramp's  words.  Ned  Mitchell 
continued  to  gaze  at  Meredith  like  a  bear  baulked 
of  his  prey. 

"  I  don't  believe  you've  even  felt  much 
remorse  all  these  years,"  he  said,  savagely. 

The  vicar  faced  him  frankly. 

"To  tell  the  truth,  I  haven't,"  he  said. 
"  That's  not  in  my  temperament.  I  suppose 
this  sounds  especially  remarkable  because  I  am 
a  clergyman.  But  my  profession  was  forced 
upon  me  ;  I  had  to  put  an  unnatural  curb  upon 
myself,  and  succeeded   in    attaining   a  pitch  of 
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outward  decorum  such  as  none  of  my  family 
had  ever  reached  before.  But  the  strain  was 
too  great,  for  I  am  not  by  temperament  vir- 
tuous ;  none  of  my  family  are.  Vernon  has  an 
accident,  and  not  his  nature,  to  thank  for  his 
superiority.     That  is  all  I  have  to  say." 

The  vicar  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  as  if 
weary  of  the  discussion. 

"  Then  you  don't  seem  to  have  any  con- 
science," said  Ned,  regarding  him  in  bewilder- 
ment. 

"  Not  much,  I  suppose,"  answered  the  vicar ; 
"though,  indeed,  lately  I  have  had  troubled 
nights,  and  shown  the  family  tendency  towards 
somnambulism ;  so  my  wife  tells  me.  And  in 
rather  an  unfortunate  way,"  he  added,  with  a 
half- smile. 

As  the  vicar  finished  speaking  Ned  came 
forward  with  his  ponderous  tread,  laid  his  hand 
heavily  on  the  writing-table,  and  looked  down 
at  the  clergyman's  bland  face  with  the  air  of 
a  strong  man  who  has  definitely  made  up  his 
mind. 
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"  Now  then,  parson,  I'll  tell  you  what  you'll 
have  to  do.  You  take  that  pen  that  you've 
just  been  waiting  your  precious  sermon  with,  and 
you  write  a  detailed  confession  of  your  intrigue 
with  my  sister,  your  visits  to  her  at  night,  }T>ur 
correspondence  with  her,  the  way  in  which  you 
murdered  her,  and  the  way  in  which  you  dis- 
posed of  her  body.  Then  sign  your  name  and 
put  the  date  in  full,  and  me  and  Abel  here 
will  oblige  you  by  putting  our  signatures  as 
witnesses." 

"  And  if  I  do  this,  what  follows  ?  "  asked 
the  vicar,  taking  up  the  pen  and  examining 
the  nib. 

"  Then  you  get  my  permission  to  leave  this 
country  for  any  other  you  choose  with  your  wife 
and  children.  And  as  long  as  you  keep  away, 
this  paper  will  never  go  out  of  my  possession." 

"  And  if  I  don't  do  this  ?  " 

<c  What's  the  good  of  going  into  that  ?  " 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met,  and  they 
understood  each  other.  "Without  wasting  more 
words,   Meredith   turned    to    the    table,  invited 
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Ned  with  a  gesture  to  sit  down,  and  proceeded 
to  draw  up  the  prescribed  confession.  This  he 
did  fully  and  frankly,  adding  at  the  end  certain 
graceful  expressions  of  contrition,  which  Ned, 
reading  the  document  over  carefully,  took  for 
what  they  were  worth.  The  main  body  of  the 
composition  satisfied  him,  however ;  and  after 
appending  his  own  signature  to  the  confession 
as  a  witness,  and  insisting  on  Abel's  adding 
his,  he  sealed  up  the  paper  with  great  solemnity. 
Then,  intimating  to  Meredith  Brander  that  the 
sooner  he  carried  out  the  remaining  part  of  the 
compact  and  left  the  country,  the  better  it  would 
be  for  him,  he  left  the  room  with  the  curtest 
of  farewells,  and  hastened  out  of  the  house,  to 
avoid  what  he  called  "  another  scene  with  the 
woman." 

Once  outside  he  looked  back  at  the  Vicarage 
with  great  interest. 

"  If  one  had  to  be  a  rascal,"  said  he,  with 
some  irrepressible  admiration,  "  that's  the  sort  of 
rascal  one  would  choose  to  be." 

Then  Abel  Squires  left  him  and  hobbled  off, 
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and  Ned  was  left  to  his  pipe  and  his  reflections, 
both  which  he  chose  to  enjoy,  not  at  his  garden 
gate  as  usual,  but  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  out- 
side Eishton  Hall  farmyard. 

Before  he  had  been  there  more  than  a 
few  minutes  the  event  he  was  prepared  for 
took  place.  Olivia  Denison,  pale,  excited,  tear- 
ful, yet  radiant,  came  to  the  gate,  looking  out 
anxiously.  Seeing  Ned,  she  ran  out  to  him 
with  a  cry. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Mitchell,"  she  said,  almost  in  a 
whisper,  "  I  must  ask  you  to  forgive  me.  I  had 
such  unjust  thoughts  of  you.  I  thought,  until 
the  night  before  last,  that  you  meant  to  ruin 
Vernon,  in  spite  of  your  promise." 

''Urn,"  said  Ned;  "you  hadn't  much  faith 
in  your  lover,  now,  had  you,  to  think  him 
capable  of ?  " 

"  Hush  !  never  mind  that.  You  see,  I  must 
have  felt  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart  that  he  was 
really  good ;  for  I  loved  him  all  the  time  just 
the  same." 

"  That  doesn't  follow  at  all.     "Women  always 
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go  by  contraries.  The  more  of  a  villain  a  man 
is,  the  more  a  woman  likes  him.  Look  at  the 
vicar  here,  and  the  way  his  wife  sticks  to  him. 
And  look  at  me,  as  honest  a  fellow  as  ever  lived, 
and  what  do  yon  think  my  wife  cares  for  me  or 
my  affections  ?    Not  a  single  straw,  I  tell  yon." 

"  Well,"  said  Olivia,  smiling,  "  considering 
the  small  amonnt  of  affection  yon  seem  to  waste 
on  her,  I  think  it's  just  as  well  for  her  happiness 
that  she  is  not  dying  for  love  of  yon." 

"  Ah,  you're  full  of  these  new-fangled  notions 
about  the  equality  of  the  sexes.  Now,  I  say, 
men  and  women  are  different.  The  man  does 
all  the  hard  work,  and  even  if  he  goes  a  little  bit 
off  the  straight  sometimes,  it's  no  more  than 
he  has  a  right  to,  provided  he  fills  the  mouths 
at  home.  The  woman  has  nothing  to  do  but 
look  after  the  home  and  children,  and  mend 
their  clothes  and  her  husband's.  And  if  she 
can't  find  time  besides  to  be  devoted  to  her 
husband,  and  to  think  him  the  finest  fellow  on 
earth  in  return  for  what  he  does  for  her,  why, 
she  aint  worth  her  salt :  that 's  all.     Now  that 's 
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my  marriage  code,  Miss  Denison,  though  I  can 
see  by  your  face  it  isn't  yours." 

"  I  really  haven't  considered  the  subject 
much,"  replied  Olivia,  demurely,  but  with  a 
bright  blush. 

"  You  might  do  worse,  though,  than  consider 
it,  now  that  things  have  shaped  themselves  a 
bit,"  said  Xed,  in  a  dry  tone.  "  Our  dear  friend 
the  vicar  here  is  going  to  leave  this  country,  in 
consideration  of  a  certain  little  matter  being 
hushed  up." 

"  Oh,  I'm  so  glad  !  "  interrupted  Olivia,  with 
a  deep-drawn  breath  of  relief  ;  "  that  is  good  of 
you,  Mr.  Mitchell.  For  it  would  have  been 
dreadful — dreadful !  " 

Ned  was  looking  away  over  the  corn-fields, 
where  his  sharp  eyes  detected  a  figure  he 
recognised  wandering  about  in  an  aimless 
manner. 

"  I  think  you'd  better  take  a  walk  out  into 
the  meadows  there,"  he  said,  after  a  minute's 
pause,  turning  again  to  the  young  lady,  with  a 
kindly  look  on  his  hard  face.     "  It  will  do  you 
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good  after  all  the  excitement  and  botherment  of 
this  morning." 

Olivia  blushed  again. 

"  Thank  you,"  she  said,  with  a  proud  turn  of 
her  head.  "  I  don't  care  to  go  out  again  this 
afternoon ;  the  air  is  much  too  oppressive." 

"  Oh,  all  right,"  said  Ned,  with  a  dry  nod  j 
"  then  I  mustn't  keep  you  out  here  talking  in 
the  'oppressive'  air,  I  suppose.  Good-day,  Miss 
Denison." 

"  Oood-bye,"  she  said,  gently,  holding  out 
her  hand,  which  he  shook  with  a  firm  pressure. 

Then  he  walked  up  the  hill,  talking  to  him- 
self. 

"  These  Old  Country  lasses  are  fine  crea- 
tures," he  meditated.  "  There's  Mrs.  B.,  whom 
I  didn't  care  for,  and  Miss  D.,  whom  I  did,  and 
I'm  blest  if  they  haven't  both  got  too  good  a 
spirit  to  be  married  at  all.  Yet  one  wouldn't 
care  to  see  them  old  maids,  either — nor  yet  men 
— nor  yet  angels.  These  high-spirited  ladies, 
who  can  think  and  act  for  themselves,  don't 
seem  to  fit  in  somehow.      One  would  feel  they 
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were  kind  of  too  good  for  one.  Give  me  a  nice, 
comfortable  lass,  whom  }~ou  needn't  study  any 
more  than  a  potato  ;  you  know  what  to  be  at 
with  one  of  them.  By-the-bye,  now  I  suppose 
I  must  take  ship  and  see  how  my  own  '  potato ' 
is  getting  on/' 

Nevertheless,  from  the  top  of  the  hill  he 
looked  down  rather  sentimentally  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  old  farm.  As  he  did  so  he  caught 
sight  of  a  girl's  tall  figure  in  the  meadows.  He 
laughed  out  maliciously — 

"  She's  gone  to  meet  him.  I  thought  she 
would.  I'd  have  let  off  half  a  dozen  scoun- 
drels to  give  that  lass  her  heart's  desire,  that  I 
would." 

And  he  watched  her  till  a  rising  m  the 
meadow  ground  and  a  thick  flowering  hedge 
hid  her  from  sight. 

After  a  few  minutes'  arguing  with  herself, 
Olivia,  wTho  guessed  the  reason  of  Xed  Mitchell's 
suggestion  of  a  walk  in  the  fields,  decided  that 
she  ought  without  delay  to  let  Vernon  Brander 
know   the  result  of  the  inter  vie  w  between  his 
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brother  and  the  colonist.  So  she  darted  through 
the  gate  and  across  the  road  with  the  agility  of  a 
deer,  in  spite  of  the  "  oppressive  air."  So  excited 
was  she,  so  full  of  joy  at  the  'turn  t  affairs  had 
taken,  that  she  almost  ran  along  the  footpath, 
beside  the  sweet-scented  hedges,  with  an  occa- 
sional little  leap  or  bound  of  most  undignified 
happiness.  Thus  it  happened  that  when  she 
came  unexpectedly  face  to  face  with  Yernon 
Brander,  on  rounding  a  thicket  of  bushes  and 
small  trees,  she  was  springing  into  the  air  with 
her  face  radiant  with  delight,  and  a  soft  song — 
something  about  "  birds  "  and  "  love  " — upon 
her  lips.  Vernon,  on  his  side,  looked,  if  any- 
thing, even  more  haggard  and  woe-begone  than 
usual.  Both  stopped  short,  and  Olivia,  who 
had  become  on  the  instant  very  subdued,  drew  a 
deep  breath  of  confusion. 

"Mr.  Brander,"  she  began,  in  a  cool,  almost 
cold,  voice,  "  I — I — er — I  have  just  met  Ned 
Mitchell,  and  I  think  you  ought  to  know  what 
he  says." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  yes :  tell  me  !  " 
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"  He  is  going  to  hush  it  all  up,  on  condition 
that  your  brother  leaves  the  country  altogether." 

Yernon  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief,  and 
almost  reeled  against  the  fence  which  protected 
the  thicket  on  one  side. 

"  Thank  God  !  "  he  whispered. 

And  he  put  one  hand  to  his  face,  as  if  to 
shut  out  the  fearful  picture  his  imagination  and 
his  fears  had  been  conjuring  up.  Olivia  waited 
impatiently  as  long  as  she  could.  At  last,  when 
she  could  bear  this  neglect  no  longer,  she  said, 
rather  tartly — 

"  Mrs.  Brander  will  have  to  go  too." 

"  Of  course — of  course,  she  will  go  with  her 
husband." 

Yernon  was  still  in  a  dazed  state,  not  yet 
understanding  what  a  great  change  in  his  pro- 
spects of  happiness  the  day's  events  had 
made. 

"  I  think  it  was  very  silly  of  you  to  keep 

silence  all  these  years  just  to  please  her.     It 

was  she  who  made  you,  I  suppose — came  to  you, 

and  wheedled  you.     Men  are  so  easily  coaxed," 

P 
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continued  Olivia,  disdainfully,  with  her  head  in 
the  air. 

She  had  never  "been  curt  and  dictatorial,  like 
this,  with  him  before.  Poor  Vernon,  quite  un- 
skilled in  the  wiles  of  her  sex,  was  abashed  and 
bewildered. 

"  Yes,"  he  admitted,  humbly ;  "  she  came 
to  me  and  begged  me  not  to  say  anything  if 
people  suspected  me.  And,  you  see,  I  had  been 
so  fond  of  her,  and  she  was  in  delicate  health, 
and  I  had  no  wife  or  children  to  be  hurt  by 
what  people  might  think  of  me  ;  and  so  I  pro- 
mised." 

"  And  she  made  you  promise  not  to  marry, 
didn't  she?" 

"  Well,  yes.  Poor  thing,  she  had  to  do  the 
best  she  could  for  her  husband  and  children ; 
and,  of  course,  she  thought  if  I  married  I  should 
let  out  the  secret  to  my  wife,  and  my  wife  would 
insist  on  having  things  explained." 

"  I  should  think  so,"  said  Olivia. 

"  And  now,"  said  Vernon,  who  was  getting 
more  and  more  downcast  under  the  influence  of 
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this  surprising  change  in  her,  "  I'm  too  old  and 
too  sour  to  marry,  aud  I  think  I  shall  go  away 
with  them,  and  have  my  little  Kitty  to  console 
me." 

"  Yes,"  said  Olivia,  quietly,  her  voice  losing 
suddenly  all  its  buoyancy  as  well  as  all  its 
momentary  sharpness ;  "  I  think  that  will  be  a 
very  good  plan.  You  will  let  us  know  when 
you  intend  to  start,  won't  you,  for  my  father 
and  mother  owe  you  an  apology  first  ?  Now,  I 
must  be  getting  back.     Grood-evening." 

Dull  Vernon  began  at  last  to  have  a  glimmer 
of  insight  into  the  girl's  secret  feelings.  He 
shook  hands  with  her,  let  her  walk  as  far  as  the 
very  end  of  the  field,  noticing  with  admiration, 
which  had  suddenly,  after  the  strain  of  the 
morning,  again  grown  passionate,  her  springing 
walk  and  graceful,  erect  carriage.  Then  he  ran 
after  her  on  the  wings  of  the  wind,  and  placed 
himself,  panting,  with  his  back  to  the  gate  she 
was  approaching. 

"  I'm  sorry  to  trouble  you,"  he  said,  as  he 
looked  with  sparkling  eyes  into  her  face,  "but  you 
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seem  to  forget  I've  lent  you  fifty  pounds.  I 
shall  want  it  back  to  pay  my  passage." 

Olivia  caught  her  breath,  and  her  face,  which 
was  wet  with  tears,  grew  happy  again. 

"  I'd  forgotten  all  about  it,"  said  she,  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  half  saucily,  half  demurely. 
"  But,  anyhow,  you  can't  have  it." 

"And  why  not,  Miss  Denison?"  asked 
Vernon,  coming  a  step  nearer. 

"  Because  I — I  don't  want  you  to  go  away," 
answered  she. 

And  she  fell  into  his  arms  without  further 

invitation,  and  gave  him  a  tender  woman's  kiss, 

an  earnest    of   the  love  and  sympathy  he  had 

hungered  for  these  ten  years  ! 

***** 

The  true  story  of  the  murder  at  St.  Cuth- 
bert's never  became  commonly  known.  At  the 
inquest  which  was  opened  on  the  remains  found 
in  the  crypt,  nobody  who  had  anything  to  tell 
told  anything  worth  hearing.  But,  then,  nobody 
was  very  anxious  to  discover  the  truth,  for 
rumours  too  dreadful  for  investigation  began  to 
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fly  about ;  and  nobody  was  astonished  when,  the 
health  of  his  children  requiring  a  change  to  a 
warmer  climate,  the  Reverend  Meredith  Brander 
got,  by  the  interest  of  his  uncle,  Lord  Stanning- 
ton,  an  appointment  at  Malta,  for  which  place  he 
started,  with  his  wife  and  family,  without 
delay. 

The  vacant  living  of  Rishton  was  given  by 
Lord  Stannington  to  his  other  nephew,  Yernon ; 
and  Olivia,  though  lamentably  unlike  the  popular 
ideal  of  a  clergyman's  wife,  became  as  much 
idolised  by  the  poor  of  the  parish  as  her  husband 
was  already. 

John  Oldshaw  got  Rishton  Hall  Farm ;  for 
Mr.  Denison's  friends  persuaded  him  to  give  up 
farming  while  he  had  still  something  left  to  lose. 
But  the  farmer  did  not  long  survive  his  coveted 
happiness.  Dying  in  a  fit  of  apoplexy,  he  left 
his  broad  acres  in  the  care  of  his  son  Mat,  who, 
instead  of  setting  up  as  a  country  gentleman,  as 
his  sisters  declared  he  would  do  if  he  had  any 
spirit,  married  little  Lucy,  made  her  a  good 
husband,    and   remained   for  ever,    in    common 
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with  his  wife,  the  idolatrous  slave  of  her  late 
mistress. 

"  Theer  bean't  more'n  one  woman  in  t' 
world,"  he  would  say,  "  too  good  for  Parson 
Brander;  hoot  theer  be  one,  and  thot's  his 
wife." 

But  though  "Parson  Brander"  himself  agreed 
with  this,  he  was  mistaken ;  for,  like  every  other 
good  woman,  she  was  the  better,  and  the  little 
world  around  her  was  the  better,  for  the  fact 
that  she  was  the  noble  and  true  mate  of  a 
noble  and  true  man. 


THE    END. 
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Wauters.    Translated  by  Mrs.  Henry  Ross«L 


The  Education  of  the  Artist.  By  Ernest 
Chesneau.  Translated  by  Clara  Bell.  Non- 
illustrated. 


Greek    Archaeology.     By   Maxime    Ccllignon. 

Translated  by  Dr.  J.  H.  Wright. 
Artistic  Anatomy.    By  Prof.  DuvaL    Translated 


by  F.  E.  Fenton. 
The  Dutch  School  of  Painting.     By  Henry 
Havard.     Translated  by  G.  Powell. 

Five  Pound  Note,  The,  and  other  Stories.     By  G.  S.  Jealous,     is. 

Flower  Painting  in  Water  Colours.  First  and  Second  Series.  With  20  Fac- 
simile Coloured  Plates  in  each  by  F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.  With  Instructions 
by  the  Artist.     Interleaved.     5s.  each. 

Flower  Painting,  Elementary.     With  Eight  Coloured  Plates.     3s. 
Flowers,  and  How  to  Paint  Them.   Bv  Maud  Naftel.  With  Coloured  Plates.  5s. 
Forging  of  the  Anchor,  The.    A  Poem.     By  the  late  Sir  Samuel  Ferguson, 
LL.D.     With  20  Original  Illustrations.     Gilt  edges,  5s. 

Fossil  Reptiles,  A  History  of  British.    By  Sir  Richard  Owen,  K.C.B.,  F.R.S., 

&c.     With  268  Plates.     In  Four  Vols.,  £12  12s. 
France  as  It  Is.      By  Andre  Lebon  and  Paul  Pelbt.      With  Three  Maps. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Franco-German  War,  Cassell's  History  of  the.  Tw»  Vols.  With  500  Illus- 
trations,   as.  each. 

Fresh-Water  Fishes  of  Europe,  The.  By  Prof.  H.  G.  T^eeley,  F.R.S.  Cheap 
Edition.     7s.  6d. 

Garden  Flowers,  Familiar.  By  Shirley  Hibbbrd.  With  Coloured  Plates  by 
F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.     Complete  in  Five  Series.     Cloth  gilt,  12s.  6d.  each. 

Gardening,  Cassell's  Popular.     Illustrated.     Complete  in  4  Vols. ,  5s.  each. 

Geometrical  Drawing  for  Army  Candidates.     By  H.  T.  Lilley,  M.A.     2s. 


Selections  frotn  Cassett  <k  Company's  Publications. 


Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental.     By  Paul  Bert.     is.  6d. 

Geometry,  Practical  Solid.     By  Major  Ross.     2s. 

Germany,  William  of.     By  Archibald  Forbes.     3s.  6d. 

Gladstone,  Life  of  the  Rt.  Hon.  W.E.  By  G.  Barnett  Smith.  With  Portrait.  3s.  6d. 

Gleanings  from  Popular  Authors.      Two  Vols.      With  Original  Illustrations. 

4to,  9s.  each.     Two  Vols,  in  One,  15s. 
Gold  to  Grey,  From.     Being  Poems  and  Pictures  of  Life  and  Nature.    By  Mary 

D.  Brine.     Illustrated.     7s.  6d. 
Great  Bank  Robbery,  The.    A  Novel.     By  Julian  Hawthorne.    Boards,  2s. 
Great  Industries  of  Great  Britain.     With  400  Illustrations.     3  Vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Great  Northern  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the.    is. ;  cloth,  2s. 
Great  Western  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the.    is. ;  cloth,  2s. 
Great  Painters  of  Christendom,  The,  from  Cimabue  to  Wilkie.    By  John 

Forbes-Robertson.     Illustrated  throughout.     Popular  Edition,  cloth  gilt,  12s.  6d. 
Gulliver's  Travels.     With  88  Engravings  by  Morten.     Cheap  Edition.     Cloth, 
3s.  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Gum  Boughs  and  Wattle  Bloom.     By  Donald  Macdonald.     5s. 

Gun  and  its  Development,  The.     By  W.  W.  Greener.     Illustrated.     10s.  6d. 

Guns,  Modern  Shot.     By  W.  W.  Greener.     Illustrated.     5s. 

Health  at  School.     By  Clement  Dukes,  M.D.,  B.S.    7s.  6d.  [burgh,  25s. 

Health,  The  Book  of.     By  Eminent  Physicians  and  Surgeons.     Cloth,  21s.  ;  rox- 

Health,  The  Influence  of  Clothing  on.     By  F.  Treves,  F.R.C.S.    2s. 

Heavens,  The  Story  of  the.    By  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D.,  F.R.S., 

Royal  Astronomer  of  Ireland.     Coloured  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings.     31s.  6d. 

Heroes  of  Britain  in  Peace  and  War.  In  Two  Vols.,  with  300  Original  Illus- 
trations.    5s.  each  ;  or  One  Vol.,  library  binding,  ios.  6d. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 
With  Map.    Two  Vols.     24s. 

Homes,  Our,  and  How  to  Make  them  Healthy.  By  Eminent  Authorities. 
Illustrated.     15s.  ;  roxburgh,  18s. 

Horse-Keeper,    The    Practical.      By  George   Fleming,   LL.D:,   F.R.C.V.S. 

Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Horse,  The  Book  of  the.     By  Samuel  Sidney.     With  28  facsimile  Coloured 

Plates.     Demy  4to,  35s.  ;  half-morocco,  £2  5s. 
Horses,  The  Simple  Ailments  of.     By  W.  F.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Household  Guide,  Cassell's.     With  Illustrations  and  Coloured  Plates.     New  and 

Revised  Edition,  complete  in  Four  Vols.,  20s. 

How  Dante  Climbed  the  Mountain.     By  Rose  Emily  Selfe.      With  Eight 

Full-page  Engravings  by  Gustave  Dore.     2s. 

How  Women  may  Earn  a  Living.     By  Mercy  Grog  an.     is. 

Imperial  White  Books.      In  Quarterly  Vols.      ios.  6d.  per  annum,   post  free  ; 

to  subscribers  separately,  3s.  6d.  each. 
India.  Cassell's  History  of.  By  the  late  James  Grant.  With  400  Illustrations.  15s. 
India:  the  Land  and  the  Feople.     By  Sir  James  Caird,  K.C.B.     ios.  6d. 
In-door  Amusements,  Card  Games,  and  Fireside  Fun,  Cassell's.    3s.  6d. 
Industrial  Remuneration  Conference.    The  Report  of.    2s.  6d. 
Insect  Variety :  its  Propagation  and  Distribution.    By  A.  H.  Swinton.   7s.  6d. 
Irish  Parliament,  The,  What  it  Was,  and  What  it  Did.      By  J.   G.   Swift 

McNeill,  M.A.,  M.P.     is. 

Irish  Parliament,  A  Miniature  History  of  the.    By  J.  C.  Haslam.    3d. 
Irish  Union ;  Before  and  After.     By  A.  K.  Connell,  M.A.    2s.  6d. 
John  Parmelee's  Curse.     By  Jultan  Hawthorne.     2s.  6d. 
Kennel  Guide,  Practical  By  Dr.  Gordon  Stables.  Illustrated.  Cheap  Edition,  is. 
Kidnapped.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     Ilhistrated  Edition.     5s. ' 
King  Solomon's  Mines.    By  H.  Rider  Haggard.     Illustrated  Edition.     5s. 
Khiva,  A  Ride  to.     By  Col.  Fred  Burnaby.     is.  6d. 
Ladies'  Physician,  The.     By  a  London  Physician.     6s. 
Lady  Biddy  Fane.     By  Frank  Barrett.     Three  Vols.     Cloth,  31s.  6d. 
Lady's  World,  The.  An  Illustrated  Magazine  of  Fashion  and  Society.  Yrly.  Vol.  18s. 
Land  Question,  The.    By  Prof.  J.  Elliot,  M.R.A.C.    Including  the  Land  Scare 
■>     and  Production  of  Cereals.     3s.  6d. 

Landscape  Painting  in  Oils,  A  Course   of  Lessons  in.    By  A.   F.  Grace. 

With  Nine  Reproductions  in  Colour.     Cheap  Edition,  25s. 


Selections  from  CatseH  d-  Company s  P?t^?' 


Law,  About  Going  to.     By  A.  J.  Williams,  M.P.     2s.  6d. 

Laws  of  Every  Day  Life,  The.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster.     is.  6d. 

Letts's  Diaries  and  other  Time-saving  Publications  are  now  published  exclu- 
sively by  Cassell  &  Company.     (A  List  sent  t-ost  free  on  application.) 

Local  Dual  Standards.  By  John  Henry  Norman.  Gold  and  Silver  Standard 
Currencies,     is. 

Local  Government  in  England  and  GOTrnany.  By  the  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Robert 
Morier,  G.C.B.,  &C.     IS. 

London,  Brighton,  and  South  Coast  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide 
to  the.     is.  :  cloth,  2s. 

London  and  North  Western  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the. 
is. ;  cloth,  2s. 

London  and  South  Western  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  C  ide  to  tha 

is.  ;  cloth,  2S. 
London,   Greater.       By  Edward  Walford.      Two  Vols.      With  about  400 
Illustrations.     9s.  each.     Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.     £1  the  set. 

London,  Old  and  New.     By  Walter  Thornbury  and  Edward  Walford. 

Six  Vols.,  each  containing  about  200  Illustrations  and  Maps.    Cloth,  9s.  each.    Library 

Edition.     Imitation  roxburgh,  £3. 
Longfellow,  H.  W.,  Choice    Poems   by.      Illustrated  by   his  Son,  Ernest  W. 

Longfellow.     6s. 
Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.    Fine-Art  Edition.     Illustrated  throughout  with 

Original  Engravings.     Royal  4to,  cloth  gilt,  £3  3s-     Popular  Edition.     16s. 

Luther,  Martin:   the  Man  and  his  Work.     By  Peter  Bayne,  LL.D.     Two 

Vols.,  24s. 
Marine  Painting.  By  Walter  W.  May,  R.I.  With  16  Coloured  Plates.  Cloth,  5s. 
Mechanics,  The  Practical  Dictionary  of.     Containing  15,000  Drawings.     Four 

Vols.     2 is.  each. 
Medicine,  Manuals  for  Students  of    (A  List  fonvarded  post  free  on  application.) 
Midland  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the.      New  and  Revised 

Edition,     is.  ;  cloth.  2s. 

Modern  Europe,  A  History  of.  .  By  C.  A.  Fyffe,  M.A.     VoL  I.    From  1792  to 

1814.     12s.     Vol.  II.     From  18 14  to  1848.     12s. 
Music,    Illustrated   History  of.      By  Emil  Naumank.      Edited  by  the   Rev. 

Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart.     Illustrated.     Two  Vols.     31s.  6d. 
National   Library,    CasselTs.     In  Weekly  Volumes,  each  containi       about  192 

pages.     Paper  covers,  3d.  ;  cloth,  6d.     (A  List  0/  the  Volumes  already  publish-sd  sent 

post  free  on  application.) 

Natural  History,  CasselTs  Concise.     By  E.  Perceval  Wright,  M.A.,  M.D., 

F.L  S.     With  several  Hundred  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  ;  roxburgh,  10s.  6d. 
Natural  History,  CasselTs  New.     Edited  by  Prof.  P.  Martin  Duncan,  M.B., 

F.R.S.,    F.G.S.     With   Contributions  by  Eminent  Scientific  Writers.      Complete  in 

Six  Vols.     With  about  2,000  high-class  Illustrations.    Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  9s.  each. 
Nature,  Short  Studies  from.     Illustrated.     Cheap  Edition.     2s.  6d. 
Neutral  Tint,  A  Course  of  Painting  in.     With  Twenty-four   Plates  by  R.   P. 

Leitch.     With  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.     5s. 

Nimrod  in  the  North ;   or,  Hunting  and  Fishing  Adventures  in  the  Arctic 

Regions.     By  Lieut.  Schwatka.     Illustrated.     7s.  6d. 

Nursing  for  the  Home  and  for  the  Hospital,  A  Handbook  of.     By  Cathe- 
rine J.  Wood.     Cheap  Edition,     is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  .-. 
Oil  Painting,  A  Manual  of.     By  Hon.  John  Collier.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
On  the  Equator.     By  H.  De  W.     Illustrated  with  Photos.     3s.  6dL 
Orion  the  Gold  Beater.    A  Novel.     By  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Junr.    Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Our  Own  Country.     Six  Vols.     With  1,200  Illustrations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Outdoor  Sports  and  Indoor  Amusements,   CasselTs  Book  of     With  about 

900  Illustrations.     Cluap  Edition.     992  pages,  medium  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Paris,  CasselTs  Illustrated  Guide  to.    Cloth,  2s. 

Parliaments,    A   Diary   of  Two.     By  H.  W.  Lucy.     The  Disraeli  Parliament, 

1874— 1880,     12s.     The  Gladstone  Parliament,  iS3i— 1886.     12s. 
Paxton's  Flower  Garden.    By  Sir  Joseph  Paxton  and  Prof.  Lindley.  Revised 

by  Thomas  Baines,  F.R.H.S.     Three  Vols.    With  100  Coloured  Plates.    £1  is.  each. 
Peoples  of  the  World,  The.    By  Dr.  Robert  Brown.   Complete  in  Six  Volumes. 

With  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 

Phantom  City,  The.     By  W.  West  all.     5s. 

photography  for  Amateurs.  ByT.  C.  Hepworth.  Illustrated,  is.  ;  or  cloth,  is.  6<L 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 


Phrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.     Cheap  Edition, 

Enlarged,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  with  leather  back,  4s.  6d. 
Picturesque  America.    Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  with  48  Exquisite  Steel  Plates, 

and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings.     £2  2s.  each. 
Picturesque    Canada.       With  about  600    Original    Illustrations.     Two  Vols., 

Picture3squeaEurope.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  Each  containing  13  Exquisite  Steel 
Plates  from  Original  Drawings,  and  nearly  200  Original  Illustrations.  £xo  10s.  ; 
half-m'orocco,  £15  15s. ;  morocco  gilt,  £26  5s.  The  Popular  Edition  is  now  complete 
in  Five  Vols.,  18s.  each. 

Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Lewis  Wright.     Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
Pigeons,  The  Book  of.   By  Robert  Fulton.   Edited  by  Lewis  Wright.   With 

50  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.     31s.  66. ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 
Pocket  Guide  to  Europe  (CasselTs).     Size  5$  in.  x  3!  in.     Leather,  6s. 
Poems,  Representative  of  Living  Poets,  American  and  English.    Selected  by 

the  Poets  themselves.     15s. 

Poets,  CasselTs  Miniature  Library  of  the 

Burns.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth 


gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Byron.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each ;  or  cloth, 


or  cloth, 


gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set 
Hood.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Longfellow.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 

Shakespeare.    Twelve  Vols 
Popular  Librarv.  Cassell's.  A  Series  of  New  and  Original  Works.  Cloth,  is.  each. 
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Milton.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Scott.    Two  Vols.     Cloth,  is.  each;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Sheridan  and  Goldsmith.  2  Vols.  Cloth,  is. 

each  ;  or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Wordsworth.    Two  Vols.     Cloth,  is.   each ; 

or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
half  cloth,  in  box,  12s. 


John  Wesley. 


The  Story  of  the  English  Jacobins. 
Domestic  Folk  Lore. 
The  Bev.  Bowland  Hill. 
Boswell  and  Johnson. 

History  of  the  Free-Trade  Movement  in 
England. 

IS. 
By  Lewis  Wright.     With  Coloured  Plates 

Popular  Edition.     With  Illustra- 


The  Bussian  Empire. 
The    Beligious    Bevolution   in   the   Six- 
teenth Century. 
English  Journalism. 
Our  Colonial  Empire. 
The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life. 

Post  Office  of  Fifty  Years  Ago,  The. 
Poultry  Keeper,  The  Practical. 

and  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright. 

tions  on  Wood,  10s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.    With  Fifty  Exquisite 
Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  Cloth;  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 

Pre-Raphselites   (The  Italian)  in  the  National  Gallery.     By  Cosmo  Monk- 
house.     Illustrated,     is. 
Printing  Machinery  and  Letterpress  Printing,   Modern.      By  Fred.  J.  F. 

Wilson  and  Douglas  Grey.     Illustrated.     21s. 
Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.     By  Robert  Wilson.     Complete  in 
2  Vols.     With  numerous  Illustrations,  representing  the  Chief  Events  in  the  Life  of  the 
Queen,  and  Portraits  of  the  Leading  Celebrities  of  her  Reign.     Extra  crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  qs.  each. 

Queer  Race,  A.     By  W.  Westall.    5s. 

Rabbit-Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Red  Library  of  English  and  American  Classics,  The.     Stiff  covers,  is.  each  ; 

cloth,  2s.  each. 


People  I  have  Met. 

The  Pathfinder. 

Evelina. 

Scott's  Poems. 

Last  of  the  Barons. 

Adventures   of    Mr.  Ledbury   and   his 

friend  Jack  Johnson. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 

Selections  from  Hood's  Works. 
Longfellow's  Prose  Works. 
Bense  and  Sensibility. 
Lytton's  Plays.  [Harte). 

Tales,    Poems,     and     Sketches     (Bret 
Martin  Chuzzlewit.    Two  Vols. 
The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 
Sheridan's  Plays.        * 
i  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 
Deerslayer. 
Eugene  Aram. 
Jack  Hinton,  the  Guardsman, 


Borne  and  the  Early  Christians. 

The  Trials  of  Margaret  Lyndsay. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe.    Prose  and  Poetry,  Selec- 

Old  Mortality.  [tions  from. 

The  Hour  and  the  Man. 

Washington  Irving's  Sketch-Book. 

Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 

Tales  of  the  Borders. 

Pride  and  Prejudice. 

Last  of  the  Mohicans. 

Heart  of  Midlothian. 

Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 

Yellowplush  Papers. 

Handy  Andy. 

Selected  Plays. 

American  Humour. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

Macaulay's  Lays  and  Selected  Essays. 

Harry  Lorrequer. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 


The  Talisman. 


Pickwick  (Two  Vols.).       \        Scarlet  Letter. 


Selections  from   C ass  ell  $   Company 's  Publications. 


Royal  River,  The :  The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.     With  Descriptive  Text 

and  a  Series  of  beautiful  Engravings.     £2  2s. 
Russia.     By  Sir  Donald  Mackenzie  Wallace,  M.A.     5s. 
Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell  s  History  of.     With  about  500  Illustrations.     Two 

Vols.,  qs.  each  ;  library  binding,  One  Vol.,  15s. 
Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.    Yearly  Vols. ,  7s.  6d. 
Science    for  All.      Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  M.A.,  F.L.S.,  &c.      With 

1,500  Illustrations.     Five  Vols.,  9s.  each. 

Sea,    The:    Its    Stirring    Story    of    Adventure,    Peril,    and    Heroism.     By 

F.  WiivMi  kk.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Section  558,   or  the    Fatal    Letter.     A   Novel.      By  Julian    Hawthorne. 

Boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Sent  Back  by  the  Angels.     And  other  Ballads  of  Home  and  Homely  Life.     By 

Frederick  Langbridge,  M.A.     4s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  is. 
Sepia  Painting,  A  Course  of.     Two  Vols. ,  with  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  in  each, 

and  numerous  Engravings.     Each,  3s.     Also  in  One  Volume,  5s. 

Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  KG.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.     By  Edwin 

Houder.     With  Portraits.     Three  Vols.,  36s.     Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  International.    Edition  de  luxe. 

"King  Henry  IV."     Illustrated  by  Herr  Edlard  GrCtzner.     £1  10s. 
"As  Vou  Like  It."     Illustrated  by  Mons.   Emile  Bayard.     ^3  ios. 
"Romeo  and  Juliet."     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  A.R.A.     ^5  5s. 
Shakspere,  The  Leopold.     With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  J. 
Flrnivall.   Small  4to,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;  full  morocco,  £1   is. 
Cheap  Edition.  3s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  Royal.  With  Exquisite  Steel  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 
Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 

Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto  Edition.  Edited  by  Chari.es  and  Mary  Cowden 
Clarke,  and  containing  about  600  Illustrations  by  H.  C  Selous.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £3  3s.— Also  published  in  Three  separate  Volumes,  in  cloth, 
viz.  : — The  Comedies,  21s.  ;  The  Historical  Plays,  18s.  6d.  ;  The  Tragedies,  25s. 

Shakespeare,  Miniature.  Illustrated.  In  Twelve  \'o\<. ,  in  box,  12s.  ;  or  in 
Red  Paste  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  lettered  in  gold,  21s. 

Shakespearean  Scenes  and  Characters.  Illustrative  of  Thirty  Plays  of  Shake- 
speare. With  Thirty  Steel  Plates  and  Ten  Wood  Engravings.  The  Text  written  by 
Austin  Brereton.     Royal  4to,  21s. 

Sketching  from  Nature  in  Water  Colours.     By  Aaron  Penlev.     With  Illus 

trations  in  Chromo-Lithography.     15s. 

Skin  and  Hair,  The  Management  of  the.     By  Malcolm  Morris,  F.R.C.S.     2s. 

Sonnets  and  Quatorzains.     By  Chrys,  M.A.  (Oxon).     5s. 

Standards,  Local  Dual.    By  John  Henry  Norman,     is. 

Steam  Engine,  The  Theory  and  Action  of  the:  for  Practical  Men.     By  W.  H 

Northcott,  CE.     3s.  6d. 
Stock  Exchange  Year-Bo  ok,  The.     By  Thomas  Skinner.     12s.  6d. 
Summer  Tide,  Little  Folks  Holiday  Number,     is. 
Sunlight  and  Shade.     With  numerous  Exquisite  Engravings.     7s.  6d. 
Surgery,  Memorials  of  the  Craft  of,   in  England.      With  an  Introduction  by 

Sir  James  Paget.     21s. 
Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.      Six   New  and   Original   Drawings  b) 

Fkedkkick   Barnard,  reproduced  in  Photogravure.     21s. 
Thorah,  The  Yoke  of  the.  A  Novel.  By  Sidney  Luska.  Boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  3s.  66 
Three  and  Sixpenny  Library  of  Standard  Tales,  &c.     All  Illustrated  and  bounc 

in  cloth  gilt.     Crown  8vo.     3s.  6d.  each. 

Jane  Austen  and  her  Works.  I  Peggy  Oglivie's  Inheritance. 

Mission  Life  in  Greece  and  Palestine.  The  Family  Honour. 

The  Romance  of  Trade.  Esther  West. 

The  Three  Homes.  Working  to  Win. 

Deepdale  Vicarage.  Krilof  and    his    Fables.      By   W.   R    S 

In  Duty  Bound.  Ralston,  M.A. 

The  Half  Sisters.  I  Fairy  Tales.    By  Prof.  M^rley. 

Tot  Book  for  all  Public  Examinations.     By  W.  S.  Thomson,  M.A.     is. 
Town  Holdings,     is. 
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Tragedy  of  Brinkwater,  The.  A  Novel.    By  Martha  L.  Moodey.     Boards,  2s. ; 

cloth,  ^s.  6d. 
Tragic  Mystery,  A.  A  Novel.  By  Julian  Hawthorne.  Boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Treasure  Island.     By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Tree   Painting   in  Water   Colours.       By  W.    H.   J.    Boot.       With  Eighteen 

Coloured  Plates,  and  valuable  instructions  by  the  Artist.      5s. 
Trees,  Familiar.     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.     Two  Series.     With  Forty 

full-page  Coloured  Plates,  from  Original  Paintings  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.    12s.  6d.  each. 
Twenty  Photogravures  of  Pictures  in   the   Salon   of  1885,    by  the  leading 

French  Artists.     In  Portfolio.     Only  a  limited  number  of  copies  have  been  produced, 

terms  for  which  can  be  obtained  of  all  Booksellers. 

"Unicode":    The  Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.      Pocket  and  Desk 

Editions.    2s  6d.  each. 
United  States,  Cassell's  History  of  the.  By  the  late  Edmund  Ollier.  With  600 

Illustrations.     Three  Vols.    9s.  each. 

United  States,  The  Youth's  History  of.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated. 

Four  Vols.    36s. 
Universal    History,    Cassell's    Illustrated.      With    nearly    One   Thousand 

Illustrations.    Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  History. — Vol.  II.  The  Roman  Period. — 

Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages.— Vol.  IV.  Modern  History.     9s.  each. 
Vaccination  Vindicated.     An  Answer  to  the  leading  Anti- Vaccinators.    By  John 

C.  McVail,  M.D.,  D.P.H.  Camb.    5s. 
Veiled  Beyond,  The.     A  Novel.     By  S.  B.  Alexander.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  other  Works   by  Oliver  Goldsmith.     Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.  ",  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Water-Colour  Painting,  A  Course  of.      With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 
R.  P.  Leitch,  and  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.     5s. 

What  Girls  Can  Do.     By  Phyllis  Browne.    2s.  6d. 

Who  is  John  Noman  ?    A  Novel.     By  Charles  Henry  Beckett.     Boards,  2s. ; 

Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Wild  Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.  Swaysland.      Four  Series.     With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.     By  F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.     Five  Series.     With 

40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 

Wise  Woman,  The.     By  George  Macdonald.    2s.  6d. 

Woman's  World,  The.    Yearly  Volume.     18s. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.   With  400  Illustrations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth 

gilt,  gilt  edges,  ios.  6d. 
World  Of  Wonders,  The.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 
World's  Lumber  Room,  The.     By  Selina  Gaye.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d. 
Yule  Tide.    Cassell's  Christmas  Annual,     is. 

ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINES. 
The    Quiver,  for  Sunday  and  General  Beading.     Monthly,  6d. 

CasselVs  Family  Magazine*    Monthly,  7d. 

"  Little  Folks  "  Magazine.    Monthly,  6d. 

The  Magazine  of  Art.    Monthly,  is. 

The  Woman's  World,    Monthly,  is. 

CasselVs  Saturday  Journal.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 

•J*  Full  particulars  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  Monthly  Serial  Publications 

will  be  found  in  Cassell  &  Company's  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 

Catalogues  of  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications,  which  may  be  had  at  all 

Booksellers',  or  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers  :— 
Cassell's    Complete    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    One    Thousand 

Volumes. 
Cassell's  Classified  Catalogue,  in  which  their  Works  are  arranged  according 

to  price,  from  Threepence  to  Twenty-five  Guineas. 
Cas6ell's    Educational    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    Cassell    & 
Company's  Educational  Works  and  Students'  Manuals. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludgate  Hill,  London. 
/ 
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Dibits  anb  llultgioua  MXorks. 

Bible,  The  Crown  Illustrated.     With  about  i.ooo  Original  Illustrations.     With 

References,  &c.     1,248  pages,  crown  4to,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Bible,    Cassell's   Illustrated    Family.     With  900  Illustrations.      Leather,   gilt 

edges,  £2  10s.  ;  full  morocco,  £2  ios. 
Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell's.     With  nearly  600  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  ;   roxburgh, 

1  os.  6d. 
Bible  Educator,  The.     Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre,  D.D.     With 

Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bible  Work  at  Home  and  Abroad.     Yearly  Volume,  3s. 
Bible  Talks  about  Bible  Pictures.     Illustrated  by  Gustave  Doke  and  others. 

Large  4to,  5s. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  (Cassell's  Illustrated).     4to.     7s.  6d. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Popular  Edition,  3s.  6d. 
Child's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  with  about 

200  Original  Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  gilt  edges,  21s. 
Child's  Bible,  The.    With  200  Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  830  pp.    145^  Thousand. 

Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d. 

Commentary,  The  New  Testament,  for  English  Readers.  Edited  by  the 
Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.  In  Three 
Volumes,  21s.  each. 

VoL     I.— The  Four  Gospels. 

Vol.    II— The  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians. 

Vol.  III.— The  remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament,  for  English  Readers.     Edited  by  the  Rt 
Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,   Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.      Complete  in 
5  Vols.,  21s.  each. 
Vol.     I.— Genesis  to  Numbers.  Vol.  III.— Kings  I.  to  Esther. 

Vol.  II.— Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  Vol.   IV. — Job  to  Isaiah. 

Vol.  V.— Jeremiah  to  Malaehi. 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  ot  Christian  and  other 
Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects,  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c.  &c.   By  the  Rev.  William  Benham,  B.D.    Cloth.  21s.  ;  roxburgh,  25s. 

Dore  Bible.  With  230  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore.  Original  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  £&  ;  best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  £15. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.  R.S. 

Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £2  as. 

Popular  Edition.      Complete  in  One  Volume,    cloth,    6s.  ;    cloth,    gilt   edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 
Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett,  M.A. ,  and  Rev. 
S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  4to,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  18s. 

Geikie,  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Works  by:— 

The  Holy  Land  and  the  Bible.   A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in  Palestine.     With 

Map.    Two  Vols.    24s. 
Hours  with  the  Bible.    Six  Vols.    6s.  each. 
Entering  on  Life.    3s.  6d. 
The  Precious  Promises.    2s.  6d. 
The  English  Reformation.    5s. 
Old  Testament  Characters.    6s. 
The  Life  and  Words  of  Christ.    Illustrated     Two  Vols.,  cloth,  30s.     Library  Edition,  Two 

Vols.,  cloth,  30s.     Students'  Edition,  Two  Vols.,  16s.    Cheap  Edition,  in  One  VoL   7s.  6d. 

Glories  of  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  The.  Sermons  preached  at  St.  James's, 
Piccadilly.     By  the  Rev.  H.  G.  Bonavia  Hint,   Mus.D.,  F.R.S.Edin.     2s.  6d. 

Gospel  of  Grace,  The.     By  a  Lindesie.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Helps  to  Belief.  A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  Difficulties  of  the 
Day.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
the  Queen.     Cloth,  is.  each.  <- 

Creation.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle.       1    The  Morality  of  the  Old  Testament.  By 
Miracles.      By   the   Bev.  Brownlow  Mait-  the  Hev.  Newman  Smyth,  D.D. 

PRAYE^^By1^' Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore.    I    The  Divinity  of  Our  Lord.    By  the  Lord 
2LA.  Bishop  of  Derry. 

The  Atonement.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Peterborough. 
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"Heart  Chords."    A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.     Bound  in  cloth,  red 
edges,  is.  each. 


My  Soul.     By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  Power,  M.  A. 

My  Growth  in  Divine    Life.     By  the    Rev. 

Prebendary  Reynolds,  M.A. 
My  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 

steth. 
My  "Walk  with  God.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

Montgomery. 
My  Aids  to  the  Divine  Life.     By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 
My  Sources  of  Strength.    By  the  Rev.  E.  E. 

"enkins,    M.A.,    Sec 
lissionary  Society. 


My  Father.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Ashton  Oxenden, 
late  Bishop  of  Montreal. 

My  Bible.  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  W.  Boyd  Carpenter, 
Bishop  of  Ripon. 

My  Work  for  God.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Cotterill. 

My  Object  in  Life.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D. 

My  Aspirations.   By  the  Rev.  G.  Matheson,  D.D. 

My  Emotional  Life.  By  the  Rev.  Preb.  Chad- 
wick   D.D. 

My  Body.    By  the  Rev.  Prof.  W.  G.  Blaikie,  D.D. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in 
Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  1,120 
pages,  with  Map.     Price  24s. 

"I  Must."  Short  Missionary  Bible  Readings.  By  Sophia  M.  Nugent. 
Enamelled  cover,  6d.  ;   cloth,  gilt  edges,  is. 

Life  Of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain 
in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 

Illustrated  Edition,  with  about  300  Original  Illustrations.      Extra  crown  410, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  21s.  ;  morocco  antique,  42s. 

Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  24s. ;  morocco,  42s. 

Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.    8vo,  cloth,  6s.;    cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d.  ;    Persian 
morocco,  gilt  edges,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Luther,  Martin:  his  Life  and  Times.     By  Peter  Bayne,  LL.D.    Two  Vols., 

demy  8vo,  1,040  pages,  cloth,  24s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  Bound  in  white 
leatherette,  gilt  edges,  in  box,  6s.  ;  French  morocco,  8s.  6d. 

Moses   and   Geology ;    or,   The   Harmony   of  the   Bible  with   Science.     By 

the  Rev.  Samuel  Kinns,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.     Illustrated.     Cheap  Edition.     6s. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D.  Containing 
upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.,  27s.  ;  Library  Edition,  30s. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  250  high-class  Illustrations.  7s.  6d.  Also 
Monthly,  6d. 

St.  George  for  England ;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  Fifth 
Edition.     By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and   Work  of.      By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D., 
F.R.S.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 
Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s. 
Illustrated   Edition,  complete   in   One   Volume,  with  about   300  Illustrations, 

£1  is.  ;  morocco,  £1  2s. 
Popular    Edition.      One  Volume,   8vo,   cloth,   6s.  ;    cloth,   gilt   edges,  7s.  6d.  ; 
Persian  morocco,  10s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Secular  Life,  The  Gospel  of  the.  Sermons  preached  at  Oxford.  By  the  Hon. 
W.  H.  Fremantle,  Canon  of  Canterbury.     5s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of 
Liverpool.     New  and  Enlarged  Edition.     Cloth  limp,  is. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.     Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  for  the  Aged.    By 

John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
Voice  of  Time,  The      By  John  Stroud.     Cloth  gilt,  is. 


St.  Matthew.    3s.  6d. 

St.  Mark.    3s. 

St.  Luke.    3s.  6d. 

St.  John.    3s.  6d. 

The  Acts    of  the    Apostles 


and  James.    3s. 
Peter,  Jude,  and  John.    3s. 
The  Revelation.    3s. 
An  Introduction  to  the  New 

Testament.    2s  6d. 


Selection?  front   Cat -ell  dr   Company's   Publications. 

(f  durational  tSIorks  anb  ^tu&ntts'  iRanuals. 

Alphabet,  CasselTs  Pictorial      Size,   35  inches  by   42^  inches.      Mounted  on 

Linen,  with  rollers.      3s.  6d. 

Arithmetics,  The  Modern  SchooL     By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond.    With  Test 
Cards.     (List  on  apfiication.) 

Book-Keeping.     By  Theodore  Jones.     For  Schools,  2s. ;  or  cloth,  3s.    For 

the  Million,  2s.  ;  or  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  2s. 

Chemistry,  The  Public  SchooL    By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
Commentary,   The  New  Testament.      Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.      Handy 
Volume  Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 

Romans.    2s.  6d.  Titus,   Philemon,    Hebrews, 

Corinthians  I.  and  II.    3s. 
Galatians,     Ephesians,    and 

Philippians.    3s. 
Colossians,      Thessalonians, 
3s.  6d.  and  Timothy.    3s. 

Commentary,  Old  Testament     Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.     Handy  Volume 
Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 
Genesis.    3s.  6d.  I        Leviticus.    3s.  Deuteronomy.    2s.  6d. 

Exodus.    3s.  Numbers.    2s.  6d. 

Copy-Books,  Cassell's  Graduated.  Complete  in  18  Books.  2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modern  SchooL  Complete  in  12  Books.  2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  "New  Standard."    Fourteen  Books. 

Books  A  to  F,  for  Standards  I.  to  IV.  2d.  each. 

-     „       G,  H,  K,  L,  M,  O,  for  Standards  V.  to  VII 3d.  each. 

N,  P, 4d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modern  School  Freehand.     First  Grade,  is.  ;  Second 

Grade,  2s. 
Electricity,  Practical.     By  Prof.  W.  E  Avrton.     7s.  6d. 
Energy  and  Motion :   A  Text-Book  of  Elementary  Mechanics.     By  William 

Paice,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 

Time.     By  Prof.  Henry  Morley.     7s.  6d. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  ol     In  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  c/L 
French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.     By  Guillaume  S.  Conrad.    2s.  6& 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.    Parts  I.  and  II.,  each 

2s.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d. 
French -English  and  English-French  Dictionary.     Entirely  New  and  Enlarged 

Edition.     1,150  pages,  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Galbraith  and  Haughton's  Scientific  Manuals.     Bv  the  Rev.  Prof.  Galbraith, 
M.A,  and  the  Rev.  P-  f.  Halghton,  M.D.,  D.C.L. 

Natural  Philosophy.    3s.  6d 
Optics,    as.  6d. 
Hydrostatics.    3s.  6<L 


Arithmetic.    3s.  6d. 

Plane  Trigonometry.    2s.  6<L 

Euclid.    Books  I.,  II.,  III.    2s.  6d. 

V..  VI.    2S.  6d. 
Mathematical  Tables.    3s.  (A. 
Mechanics.    3s.  6d. 


Astronomy.    5s. 

Steam  Engine.    3s.  6d. 

Algebra.    Part  I.,  doth,  2s.  6d.     Complete,  7s.  6d. 


Tides  and  Tidal  Currents,  with  Tidal  Cards,  3s. 

Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental.    By  Paul  Bert.  Fully  Illustrated. 

is.  6d. 
Geometry,  Practical  Solid.     By  Major  Ross,  R.E.     2s. 
German  of  To-Day.     By  Dr.  Heinemann.     is.  6d. 
German-English  and  English-German  Dictionary.    3s.  6d. 
German  Reading,  First  Lessons  in.     By  A.  Jagst.     Illustrated,     is. 
Handbook  of  New  Code  of  Regulations.     By  John  F.  Moss.     is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout.     I.— Stories 

from   English    History,    is.       II. — The  Simple   Outline  of  English  History,    is.    3d. 

III.— The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 
Historical  Cartoons,    Cassell's  Coloured.      Size  45  in.   X  35  in.       2s.  each. 

Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 
Latin-English  Dictionary,  CasseUs.     Thoroughly  revised  and  corrected,  and  in 

part  re-written  by  J.  R.  V.  Marchant,  M.A.     3s.  6d. 


Selections  from   Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 


Latin-English  and  English-Latin  Dictionary.     By  J.   R.  Beard,  D.D.,andC. 

Beard,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  914  pp.,  3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.     2s.  6d. 
Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.    For  the  Use  of  Schools.    By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster. 

is.  6d. 
Lay  Texts   for   the  Young,    in   English  and   French.     By  Mrs.   Richard 

Strachey.     2s.  6d.  tIS-  fid- 

Little  Folks'  History  of  England.     By  Isa  Craig-Knox.    With  30  Illustrations. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The  :  A  Book  of  Domestic  Economy  for  School  and  Home 

Use.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 
Marlborough  Books. 

Arithmetic  Examples.    3s.  French  Exercises.    3s.  6d. 

Arithmetic  Rules,    is.  6d.  French  Grammar.    2s.  6d. 

German  Grammar.    3s.  6d. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,    Numerical  Examples  in  Practical.     By 

R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Music,  An  Elementary  Manual  of.    By  Henry  Leslie,     is. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell's.  New  and  Thoroughly  Revised  Edition.  Illustrated 
throughout.     Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  5s.  each  ;  or  in  Three  Vols.,  half  calf,  42s.  the  set. 

Readers,  Cassell's  "Higher  Class":— "The  World's  Lumber  Room,"  Illus- 
trated, 2s.  6d.  ;  "  Short  Studies  from  Nature,"  Illustrated,  2s.  6d.  ;  "  The  World 
in  Pictures."     (Ten  in  Series.)     Cloth,  2s.  each. 

Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.  Carefully  graduated,  extremely  interesting,  and 
illustrated  throughout.     (List  on  application.) 

Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.  Illustrated  throughout,  printed  on  superior  paper, 
and  strongly  bound  in  cloth.     (List  on  application.) 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.     Three  Books.      Each  containing  48 

pages,  including  8  pages  in  colours.     4d.  each. 
Reader,  The  Citizen.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster.     With  Preface  by  the  late 

Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Forster,  M.P.     is.  6d. 
Readers,  The  Modern  Geographical.    Illustrated  throughout,  and  strongly  bound 

in  cloth.     (List  on  application.) 
Readers,  The  Modern  School.     Illustrated.     (List  on  application  ) 
Reading  and  Spelling  Book,  Cassell's  Illustrated,    is. 
School  Bank  Manual,  A.     By  Agnes  Lambert.    6d. 
Svakspere  Reading  Book,  The.     By  H.  Courthope  BoWen,  M.A.    Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.     Also  issued  in  Three  Books,  is.  each 
Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.     5  Books.     Illustrated.    6d.  each. 
"Slbjd,"  as  a  means  of  Teaching  the  Essential  Elements  of  Education. 

By  Emily  Lord.     6d. 
Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.     is. 
Technical  Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout  :— 


Handrailing  and.  Staircasing.    3s.  6d. 
Bricklayers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 
Building  Construction. 


Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for.  3s. 
_  irpenters  &  Joiners,  Drawing  for 
Gothic  Stonework. 


Machinists  &  Engineers,  Drawing  for.  4s.  6d. 
Model  Drawing.    3s. 

Orthographical    and    Isometrical    Projec- 
tion.   2S. 
Practical  Perspective.    3s 
fc 


Stonemasons,  Drawing  for.    3s. 

Applied     Mechanics.      By    Sir    R.    S.    Ball, 

LL.D.    2s. 
Systematic    Drawing    and     Shading.      By 

Charles  Ryan.     2s. 


Linear  Drawing  &  Practical  Geometry.  2s. 
Linear   Drawing    and    Projection.      The 

Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s.  6d. 
Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 
Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout.     Popular  Edition.    Four 

Vols.,  5s.  each. 
Technology,   Manuals  of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,   F.R.S.,    and  Richard 
Wokmell,  D.Sc,  M.A.     Illustrated  throughout. 
The  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics.    By  Prof. 

Hummel.    5s. 
Watch  and  Clock  Making.    By  D.  Glasgow. 

Steel"  and  Iron.    By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 
F.C.S.,  M.I.C.E..&C.    5s. 


Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.  By  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst.    4s.  6d. 

Practical  Mechanics.  By  Prof.  Perry,  M.E. 
3s.  6d. 

Cutting  Tools  Worked  by  Hand  and  Ma- 
chine.    By  Prof.  Smith.    3s.  6d. 


Spinning  Woollen  and  Worsted.     By  W. 
S.  McLaren,  M.P.    4s.  6d. 

A  Prospectus  on  application. 
Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Combination.     In  sets,  is.  each. 
Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Modern  School.     In  sets,  is.  each. 
A  Copy  of  Cassell  and  Company's  Complete  Catalogue  will 
be  forwarded  post  free  on  application. 


Selections  from  Cos  sell  <t  Company's  Publications. 


lOooks  for  ^oung  ^enpk. 

"  Little  Folks "  Half- Yearly  Volume.     With  200  Illustrations,  with  Pictures  in 

Colour.     Boards,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  cloth  gilt.  5s. 
Bo-Peep.      A   Book  for  the   Little  Ones.      With   Original    Stories  and   Verses. 

Illustrated  throughout.     Yearly  Volume.     Boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
Everyday  Heroes.     By  Laura  Lane.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Legends  for  LioneL     New  Picture  Book  by  Walter  Crane.     5s. 
Flora's  Feast.      A   Masque  of  Flowers.      Penned  and    Pictured  by   Walter 

Crane.     With  40  pages  in  Colours.     5s. 
The  New  Children's  Album.  Fcap.  4to,  320  pages.  Illustrated  throughout.  3s.  6d. 
The  Tales  of  the  Sixty  Mandarins.      By  P.  V.  R am as  w  ami  Raju.     With  an 

Introduction  by  Prof.  Henry  Morley.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Sunday  School  Reward  Books.      By   Popular  Authors.      With  Four  Original 
Illustrations  in  each.     Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 
Seeking  a  City.  I    Hags  and  Rainbows :   a  Story  of  Thanks- 

Rhodas  Reward;    or,  "If  Wishes  were  giving. 

Horses."  TJnele  William's  Charge 

Jack  Marston's  Anchor.  Trust. 

Prank's     Life-Battle;      or,     The     Three     \    Pretty    Pink's    Purpose;     or 


or,  The  Broken 
The    Little 


Friends. 


Street  Merchants. 


'Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The 

full-page  Original  Illustrations. 

"  Nil  Desperandum."     By  the  Rev.  F.  Lang 

bridge.  M.A. 
"  Bear  and  Forbear.1 


Each  Book  containing  2o3  pages,   with  Four 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 


Foremost  if  I  Can. 


By  Sarah  Pitt. 

By  Helen  Atteridge. 


"Honour  is  my  Guide."     By  Jeanie  Hering 

?Irs.  Adams- Acton). 
"  Aim  at  a  Sure  End."  By  Emily  Searchfield 
"  He  Conquers  who  Endures."  By  the  Author 
of  "  May  Cunningham  s  Trial,"  &c. 


The  "  Proverbs  "  Series.  Consisting  of  a  New  and  Original  Series  of  Stories  by 
Popular  Authors,  founded  on  and  illustrating  well-known  Proverbs.  With  Four  Illus- 
trations in  each  Book,  printed  on  a  tint.     Crown  8vo,  160  pages,  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 


Fritters ;  or, "  It's  a  Long  Lane  that  has 
no  Turning."    By  Sarah  Pitt. 

Trixy;  or,  "Tnose  who  Live  in  Glass 
Houses  shouldn't  throw  StoneB."  By 
Maggie  Symington. 

The  Two  Hardcastles ;  or,  "  A  Friend  in 
Need  is  a  Friend  Indeed."  By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt. 


Major  Monk's   Motto;   or,  "Look  Before 

you  Leap."    By  the  Rev.  F.  Langbridge. 
Tim  Thomson's  Trial;  or,  "  All  is  not  Gold 

that  Glitters."    By  George  Weatherly. 
Ursula's     Stumbling  -  Block ;     or,   "  Pride 

comes  before  a  Fall."    By  Julia  Goddard. 
Ruth's    Life -Work;    or,  "No    Pains,  no 

Gains."    By  the  Re*.  Joseph  Johnson. 


The  "Cross  and  Crown"  Series.  Consisting  of  Stories  founded  on  incidents 
which  occurred  during  Religious  Persecutions  of  Past  Days.  With  Illustrations  in 
each  Book.       2s.  6d-  each. 


By  Fire  and  Sword:  a  Story  of  the 
Huguenots.     By  Thomas  Archer. 

Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:  a  Tale  of  Kirk 
and  Covenant.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

No.  XIII  ;  or,  The  Story  of  the  Lost 
VestaL  A  Tale  of  Early  Christian  Days. 
By  Emma  Marshall. 


Strong  to  Suffer:    A  Story  of  the  Jews. 

By  E.  Wynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire ;  or,  Stories 

of  Valour  and  Victory.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
In   Letters   of    Flame :     A    Story    of   the 

Waldenses.     By  C.  L.  Mateaux. 
Through  Trial   to    Triumph.     By  Ma 

B.  Hunt. 


The  World's  Workers.     A  Series    of 
Authors.     With  Portraits  printed  on  a 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.     By  Henry  Frith. 
8arah  Robinson,  Agnes  Weston,  and  Mrs. 

Meredith.     By  E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Thomas    A.  Edison    and    Samuel   F.    B. 

Morse.      By  Dr.   Deaslow    and    J.   Marsh 

Parker. 
Mrs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Carpenter.  By 

Phyllis  Browne. 
General  Gordon.    By  the  Rer.  S.  A.  Swaine, 
Charles  Dickens.     By  his  Eldest  Daughter. 
Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George  Moore.    By  J. 

Burnley. 
Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine  Marsh, 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  Mrs.  Ran- 

yard  ("  L.  N.  B."J     By  Lizzie  AUdridge. 


New  and    Original  Volumes    by  Popular 
tint  as  Frontispiece,     is.  each. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew,  Elihu   Bur- 

ritt,  Joseph  Livesey.     By  the  Rev.  J.  W. 

Kirton. 
Sir  Henry  Havelock  and  Colin  Campbell, 

Lord  Clyde.    By  E.  C.  Phillips. 
Abraham  Lincoln.    By  Emest  Foster. 
David  Livingstone.    By  Robert  Smiles. 
George    Muller    and    Andrew    Reed.      By 

E.  R.  Pitman. 
Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Gowing. 
Benjamin  Franklin.    By  E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Handel.    By  Eliza  Clarke. 

Turner  the  Artist.    By  the  Rer.  S.  A.  Swaine. 
George  and  Robert  Stephenson.    By  C.  L. 

bateaux. 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 


Five  Shilling  Books  for  Young  People. 

gilt,  5s.  each. 
The  Palace  Beautiful.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
"Follow  my  Leader;"   or,  the   Boys  of 

Templeton.     By  Talbot  Baines  Reed. 
For  Fortune   and  Glory;  a  Story  of  the 

Soudan  "War.    By  Lewis  Hough. 
Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 


With  Original  Illustrations.      Cloth 


The  Romance  of  Invention.    By  Jas.  Burnley. 


The  Champion  of  Odin;  or,  Viking  Life 
in  the  Days  of  Old.  By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts. 

Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  the  Hunted  Witch 
of  the  Forest.    By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

The  King's  Command.  A  Story  for  Girls. 
By  Maggie  Symington. 


Three  and  Sixpenny  Books  for  Young 

Cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.    By  Sarah  Pitt. 
A  "World  of  Girls  :  A  Story  of  a  School. 

By  L.  T.  Meade. 
On  Board  the  "Esmeralda;"  or,  Martin 

Leigh's  Log.     By  John  C.  Hutcheson. 
LoBt    among   White    Africans  :  A  Boy's 

Adventures  on  the  Upper  Congo.   By 

David  Ker. 


People.      With  Original   Illustrations. 

In  Quest  of  Gold ;  or,  Under  the  Whanga 

Falls.    By  Alfred  St.  Johnston. 
For    Queen    and    King ;     or,    the    Loyal 

'Prentice.     By  Henry  Frith. 
Perils   Afloat   and  Brigands   Ashore.      By 

Alfred  Elwes. 
Freedom's  Sword :  A  Story  of  the  Days  of 

Wallace  and  Bruce.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 


The   "Boy  Pioneer"  Series.      By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full-page 

Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Ned  in  the  Woods.      A  Tale  of  Early  Days    |     Ned  on  the  River.     A  Tale  of  Indian  River 


in  the  West. 


Ned  in  the  Block  House. 


Warfare. 
A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  in  Kentucky. 


The  "Log  Cabin "  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full -page  Illus- 
trations in  each.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Lost  Trail.  |  Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 


The    "Great  River"   Series.      (Uniform  with  the   "Log  Cabin"   Series.)     By 
Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Down  the  Mississippi.  |  Lost  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  i'apajos :  or,  Adventures  in  Brazil. 


The  "  Chimes "  Series.     Each  containing  64  pages,  with  Illustrations  on  every 
page,  and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  is. 


Bible  Chimes.   Contains  Bible  Verses  for  Every 

Day  in  the  Month. 
Daily  Chimes.      Verses    from    the    Poets   for 

Every  Day  in  the  Month. 


Holy  Chimes.    Verses  for  Every  Sunday  in  the 

Year. 
Old  World  Chimes.    Verses  from  old  writers  for 

Every  Day  in  the  Month. 


Sixpenny  Story  Books. 

well-known  Writers. 
The  Smuggler's  Cave. 
Little  Lizzie. 
The  Boat  Club. 
Luke  Barnicott. 


All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories  by 


Little  Bird. 
Little  Pickles. 
The  Elehester  College 
Boys. 


My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker. 

The  Delft  Jug. 


Cassell's  Picture   Story  Books.    Each  containing  60  pages  of  Pictures  and 


Stories,  &c. 
Little  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Toys. 
Pet's  Posy. 
Tiny  Tales. 


6d.  each. 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Good  Night  Stories. 
Chats  for  Small  Chatterers. 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Containing  interesting  Stories.     All 


Illustrated. 


each. 


Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 
Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  and  their 
Children. 


Our  Pretty  Pets. 
Our  Schoolday  Hours. 
Creatures  Tame. 
Creatures  Wild. 


Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 
All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 
Our  Sunday  Stories. 
Our  Holiday  Hours. 


Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories. 


Seventeen  Cats. 
Bunty  and  the  Bo.vs. 
The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 
The  Mystery  at  Shoneliff 

Sell   ol. 
Claimed  at  Last,  and  Roy's 

Reward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 


The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's 
John's  Mistake.  [Nest. 

Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 
The  History  of  Five  Little 

Pitchers. 
The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Shag  and  Doll. 


Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 
The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  BriU. 
Harry  MaxweU. 
A  Banished  Monarch 


Selections  from  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications. 


Cassell's  Children's  Treasuries. 

is  profusely  Illustrated.     Cloth, 


Each  Volume  contains  Stories  or  Poetry,  and 
;.  each. 


Cock  Robin,  and  other  Nursery  Rhymes. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts. 
Old  Mother  Hubbard. 
Tuneful  Lays  for  Merry  Days. 
Cheerful  Songs  for  Young  Folks. 
Pretty  Poems  for  Young  People. 
The  Children's  Joy. 


Pretty  Pictures  and  Pleasant  Stories. 

Our  Picture  Book. 

Tales  for  the  Little  Ones. 

My  Sunday  Book  of  Pictures. 

Sunday  Garland  of  Pictures  and  Stories. 

Sunday  Readings  for  Little  Folks. 


Little    Folks"  Painting    Books 

Water-Colour  Painting,     is.  each. 

Little  Folks  " 


With   Text,    and  Outline   Illustrations  for 


Fruits  and  Blossoms  for 
to  Paint. 

The 


The  "Little  Folks 
|    Pictures  toPaint. 
Little  Folks"  Proverb  Painting  Book. 


Illuminating  Book. 


Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated  throughout. 


"Wee  Willie  Winkie. 

TJps  and  Downs  of  a  Donkey's  Life. 

Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 

Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero;  and  other  Stones. 

The  Chip  Boy. 

Haggles,  Baggies,  and  the  Emperor. 

Hoses  from  Thorns. 

Faith's  Father. 


By  Land  and  Sea. 

The  Young  Berringtona. 

Jeff  and  Leff. 

Tom  Morris's  Error. 

Worth  more  than  Gold. 

"Through  Flood— Through  Fire;" 

other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Locks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 


The  "World  in  Pictures"  Series.     Illustrated  throughout     2s.  6d.  each. 


A  Kamble  Round  France. 

All  the  Russias. 

Chats  about  Germany. 

The  Land  of  the  Pyramids  (Egypt). 

Peeps  into  China. 


The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Round  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India) 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated. 


Stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
May  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the    Ladder: 

How  to  Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  her  Friends. 


The  Children  of  the  Court. 
A  Moonbeam  Tangle. 
Maid  Marjory. 
The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tip- 

pertons. 
Marion's  Two  Homes. 
Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book. 


Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 

Poor  NeUy. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 

Through  Peril  to  Fortune. 

Peggy,  and  other  Tales. 


The  Magic  Flower  Pot. 


School  Girls. 


Half-Crown  Books. 

Little  Hinges. 

Margaret's  Enemy. 

Pen's  Perplexities. 

Notable  Shipwrecks. 

Golden  Days. 

Wonders  of  Common  Things. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Truth  will  Out. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood. 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life.    By 

the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 
The  True  Glory  of  Woman.     By  the  Rev. 

Dr.  Landels. 
The  Wise  Woman.    By  George  Macdonald. 


Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Washington). 


Picture  Teaching  Series.     Each  book  Illustrated  throughout 
gilt,  coloured  edges,  2s.  6d.  each. 


Fcap.  4to,  cloth 


Through  Picture-Land. 

Picture  Teaching  for  Young  and  Old. 

Picture  Natural  History. 

Scraps   of    Knowledge    for   the    Little 

Ones. 
Great  Lessons  from  Little  Things. 


Woodland  Romances. 

Stories  of  Girlhood.  1 

Frisk  and  his  Flock. 

Pussy  Tip-Toes'  Family. 

The  Boy  Joiner  and  Model  Maker. 

The  Children  of  Holy  Scripture. 


Selections  from  Cassell  Je  Company's  Publications. 


Library  of  Wonders.   .Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.     Paper,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Wonders  of  Acoustics. 
Wonderful  Adventures. 
Wonders  of  Animal  Instinct, 
Wonders  of  Architecture. 


Wonderful  Balloon  Ascents. 
Wonders  of  Bodily  Strength  and  Skill. 
Wonderful  Escapes. 
Wonders  of  Water. 


The  "  Home  Chat "  Series.    All  Illustrated  throughout.  Fcap.  4to.  Boards,  3s.  6d. 
each  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 
Home  Chat.  I  Around  and  About  Old  England. 

Peeps  Abroad    or  Polks  at  Home.  Half-Hours  with  Early  Explorers. 

Decisive  Events  in  History.  Paws  and  Claws. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Fully  Illustrated. 


A   Dozen  and  One;     or,   The   Boys   and 

Girls    of    Polly's    Ring.       By  Mary  D. 

Brine.     Full  of  Illustrations,     gs. 
The  Merry-go-Round.    Poems  for  Children. 

Illustrated  throughout.    5s. 
Rhymes  for  the  Young  Polk.    By  William 

Allingham.     Beautifully  Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
The  Little  Doings  of  some  Little  Polks. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.    Illustrated.    5s. 
The  Sunday  Scrap  Book.    With  One  Thou- 
sand Scripture  Pictures.    Boards,  5s. ;  cloth, 

7s.  6d. 
Daisy  Dimple's  Scrap    Book.      Containing 

about  1,000  Pictures.     Boards,  5s. ;  cloth  gilt, 

7s.  6d.  if» 

The   History   Scrap   Book.       With   nearly 

1,000  Engravings.    5s. ;  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
The  Little  Polks*  Out  and  About  Book. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.     Illustrated.    5s. 
Myself  and  my  Priends.     By  Olive  Patch. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  4to.    5s. 
A  Parcel  of  Children.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  4to.     5s. 
Little   Polks'    Picture  Album.     With   168 

Large  Pictures.    5s. 
Little    Polks'   Picture   Q-aUery.    With  150 

Illustrations.    5s. 


The  Old  Pairy  Tales.  With  Original  Illus- 
trations.    Boards,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

My  Diary.  With  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  and 
366  Woodcuts,    is. 

Happy  Little  People.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 
Illustrations.    5s. 

"Little  Polks*'  Album  of  Music,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Cheerful  Clatter.  Nearly  One  Hundred  Full- 
page  Pictures.     3s.  6d. 

Twilight  Pancies.  Full  of  charming  Pictures. 
Boards,  as.  6d. 

Happy  Go  Lucky,    as. 

Daisy  Blue  Eyes.    2s. 

Good  Times,    is.  6d. 

Jolly  Little  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Our  Little  Priends.    is.  6d. 

Daisy  Dell's  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Little  Toddlers,    is.  6d. 

Wee  Little  Rhymes,    is.  6d. 

Little  One's  Welcome,    is.  6d. 

Little  Gossips,    is.  6d. 

Ding  Dong  Bell.    is.  6d. 

The  Story  of  Robin  Hood.  With  Coloured 
Illustrations.    2s.  6d. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With  Coloured 
Illustrations,    as.  6d. 


Books  for  Boys. 

Commodore  Junk.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn.   5s. 

The  Black  Arrow.  A  Tale  of  the  Two  Roses. 
By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     5s. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    A  Romance.     By  Q.    5s. 

A  Queer  Race.    By  W.  Westall.    5s. 

Captain  Trafalgar.  A  Story  of  the  Mexican 
Gulf.    By  W.  Westall.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Kidnapped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Illustrated.  5s. 

King  Solomon's  Mines.  By  H.  Rider  Hag- 
gard,   ss. 

Treasure  Island.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  With 
Full-page  Illustrations.    5s. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.  By  R.  J. 
Cornewall-Jones.    Illustrated.    5s. 


Books  for  all  Children. 

Cassell's  Robinson  Crusoe.  With  ioo 
striking  Illustrations.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt 
edges,  ss. 

CaBsell's  Swiss  Family  Robinson.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  ss. 

Sunny  Spain:  Its  People  and  Places, 
with  Glimpses  of  its  History.  By 
Olive  Patch.      Illustrated.     5s. 

Rambles  Round  London  Town.  By  C.  L. 
Matdaux.    Illustrated,    ss. 

Favorite  Album  of  Fun  and  Fancy,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Familiar  Friends.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth  gilt,  ss. 


The  Phantom  City.    By  W.  Westall.    ss. 

Famous  Sailors  of  Former  Times,  His- 
tory of  the  Sea  Fathers.  By  Clements 
Markham.    Illustrated.    2s.  6d. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places.  By  Dr. 
Gordon  Stables,  M.D.,  R.N.     Illustrated.    5s. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  By  Dr.  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.    Illustrated,    ss- 

O'er  Many  Lands,  on  Many  Seas.  By  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.    Illustrated,    5s. 

At  the  South  Pole.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
New  Edition.    Illustrated.    2s.  6d. 


Odd    Folks    at    Home.     By  C.  L.   Mateaux. 
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With  nearly  150  Illustrations,    ss. 
Field  Friends  and  Forest  Foes. 


By  Olive 


Patch.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

Silver  Wings  and  Golden  Scales.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Little  Folks'  Holiday  Album.  Illustrated. 
3s.  6d. 

Tiny  Houses  and  their  Builders.  Illus- 
trated.   5s. 

Children  of  all  Nations.  Their  Homes,  their 
Schools,  their  Playgrounds.     Illustrated.    5s. 

Tim  Trumble's  "Little  Mother."  By  C 
L.  Matrfaux.     Illustrated.    5s. 


CASSELL   &    COMPANY,  Limited,    Ludgate    Hill,    London,  Paris,  New 
York  ds  Melbourne. 
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